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watch  for  many  months  beside  this  be- 
loved one.  It  was  not  a wild  delirium 
which  had  taken  possession  of  him ; the 
only  fit  of  that  kind  was.  that  in  which 
he  tried  to  drown  himself  in  the  Rhine, 
— at  the  time  when  the  papers  got  hold 
of  the  terrible  secret.  His  insanity  was 
manifested  in  his  conviction  that  he  was 
occupied  by  the  souls  of  Beethoven  and 
Schubert.  Much  in  the  manner  of  your 
American  mediums,  he  would  be  seized 
by  a controlling  power,— would  snatch  a 
pencil,  and  dash  out  upon  paper  the  wild- 
est discords.  These  we  would  play  for 
him,  at  his  request,  from  morning  till 
night,  — during  much  of  which  time  he 
would  seem  to  be  in  a happy  trance. 
Of  this  music  no  chord  or  melody  was 
true ; they  were  jangling  memories  of 
his  earlier  works.. 

“ One  day  he  called  his  wife  and  my- 
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Two  questions  are  concerned  in  the 
social  problem  of  our  time.  One  is,  Will 
the  people  of  African  descent  work  for  a 
living  ? and  the  other  is,  Will  they  fight 
for  their  freedom  ? An  affirmative  an- 
swer to  these  must  be  put  beyond  any 
fair  dispute  before  they  will  receive  per- 
manent security  in  law  or  opinion.  What- 
ever may  be  the  theses  of  philosophers  or 
the  instincts  of  the  justest  men,  the  gen- 
eral sense  of  mankind  is  not  likely  to  ac- 
cord the  rights  of  complete  citizenship  to 
a race  of  paupers,  or  to  hesitate  in  impos- 
ing compulsory  labor  on  those  who  have 
not  industry  sufficient  to  support  them- 
selves. Nor,  in  the  present  development 
of  human  nature,  is  the  conscience  of 
great  communities  likely  to  be  so  perva- 
sive and  controlling  as  to  restrain  them 
from  disregarding  the  rights  of  those  whom 
it  is  perfectly  safe  to  injure,  because  they 
have  not  the  pluck  to  defend  themselves. 
Sentiment  may  be  lavished  upon  them 


at  Port  Royal. 

self,  and  took  our  hands  in  his  own  : — 
‘ Beethoven  says  that  my  earthly  music 
is  over ; it  cannot  be  understood  here ; 
he  writes  for  angels,  and  I shall  write 
for  them/  Then,  turning  to  me,  he  said, 
— ‘ Louis,  my  friend,  farewell ! This  is 
my  last  prayer  for  you,’  — handing  me  the 
paper  which  I have  shown  you ; ‘ and 
now  leave  us,  to  come  again  and  kiss  me 
when  I am  cold/ 

“ Then  I left  him  alone  with  his  Clara. 

“ A month  from  that  time,  Schumann 
was  no  more.”  r 

Out  under  the  glowing  sunset,  I clasp- 
ed hands  parting  with  Louis  Boehner, 
and  said,  as  my  voice  would  let  me,  — 
“ Take  this  paper,  and  when  you  would 
have  a friend,  such  as  you  have  been  to 
Robert  Schumann,  come  and  help  me 
to  be  that  friend/’ 
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in  poetry  and  tears,  but  it  will  all  be 
wasted.  Like  all  unprivileged  classes  be- 
fore them,  they  will  have  their  full  recog- 
nition as  citizens  and  men  when  they 
have  vindicated  their  title  to  be  an  es- 
tate of  the  realm,  and  not  before.  Let 
us,  then,  take  the  world  as  we  find  it,  and 
try  this  people  accordingly.  But  it  is  not 
pertinent  to  any  practical  inquiry  of  our 
time  to  predict  what  triumphs  in  art,  .lit- 
erature, or  government  they  are  to  ac- 
complish, or  what  romance  is  to  glow 
upon  their  history.  No  Iliad  may  be 
written  of  them  and  their  woes.  No  Plu- 
tarch may  gather  the  lives  of  their  heroes. 
No  Vandyck  may  delight  to  warm  his 
canvas  with  their  forms.  How  many 
or  how  few  astronomers  like  Banneker, 
chieftains  like  Toussaint,  orators  like 
Douglass  they  may  have,  it  is  not  worth 
while  to  conjecture.  It  is  better  to  dis- 
miss these  fanciful  discussions.  To  vin- 
dicate their  title  to  a fair  chance  in  the 
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world  as  a free  people,  it  is  sufficient,  and 
alone  sufficient,  that  it  appear  to  reason- 
able minds  that  they  are  in  good  and 
evil  very  much  like  the  rest  of  mankind, 
and  that  they  are  endowed  m about  the 
same  degree  with  the  conservative  and 
progressive  elements  of  character  com- 
mon to  ordinary  humanity. 

It  is  given  to  the  people  of  this  coun- 
try and  time,  could  they  realize  it,  to 
make  a new  chapter  of  human  experi- 
ence. The  past  may  suggest,  but  it  can 
do  little  either  in  directing  or  deterring. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  gloomy  vaticina- 
tions of  Tocqueville,  wise  and  benevolent 
as  He  is,  which  should  be  permitted  to 
darken  our  future.  The  mediaeval  an- 
tagonisms of  races,  when  Christianity 
threw  but  a partial  light  over  mankind, 
and  before  commerce  had  unfolded  the 
harmony  of  interests  among  people  of  di- 
verse origin  or  condition,  determine  no 
laws  which  will  fetter  the  richer  and  more 
various  development  of  modern  life.  Nor 
do  the  results  of  emancipation  in  the 
West  Indies,  more  or  less  satisfactory  as 
they  may  be,  afford  any  measure  of  the 
progress  which  opens  before  our  enfran- 
chised masses.  The  insular  and  contract- 
ed life  of  the  colonies,  cramped  also  as 
they  were  by  debt  and  absenteeism,  has  no 
parallel  in  the  grand  currents  of  thought 
and  activity  ever  sweeping  through  the 
continent  on  which  our  problem  is  to  be 
solved. 

In  the  light  of  these  views,  the  attempt 
shall  be  made  to  report  truthfully  upon 
the  freedmen  at  Port  Royal.  A word, 
however,  as  to  the  name.  Civilization, 
in  its  career,  may  often  be  traced  in 
the  nomenclatures  of  successive  periods. 
These  people  were  first  called  contra- 
bands at  Fortress  Monroe  ; but  at  Port 
Royal,  where  they  were  next  introdu- 
ced to  us  in  any  considerable  number, 
they  were  generally  referred  to  as  freed- 
men. These  terms  are  milestones  in  our 
progress;  and  they  are  yet  to  be  lost 
in  the  better  and  more  comprehensive 
designation  of  citizens,  or,  when  discrimi- 
nation is  convenient,  citizens  of  African 
descent. 
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The  enterprise  for  the  protection  and 
development  of  the  freedmen  at  Port 
Royal  has  won  its  way  to  the  regard  of 
mankind.  The  best  minds  of  Europe, 
as  well  as  the  best  friends  of  the  United 
States,  like  Cairnes  and  Gasparin,  have 
testified  much  interest  in  its  progress.  An 
English  periodical  of  considerable  merit 
noticed  at  some  length  “ Mr.  Pierce’s 
Ten  Thousand  Clients.”  In  Parliament, 
Earl  Russell  noted  it  in  its  incipient 
stage,  as  a reason  why  England  should 
not  intervene  in  American  affairs.  The 
“ Revue  des  Deux  Mondes,”  in  a re- 
cent number,  characterizes  the  colony  as 
“ that  small  pacific  army,  far  more  impor- 
tant in  the  history  of  civilization  than  all 
the  military  expeditions  despatched  from 
time  to  time  since  the  commencement  of 
the  civil  war.”  . 

No  little  historical  interest  covers  the 
region  to  which  this  account  belongs. 
Explorations  of  the  coast  now  known 
as  that  of  the  Carolinas,  Georgia,  and 
Florida,  involving  the  rival  pretensions 
of  Spain  and  France,  were  made  in  the 
first  half  of  the  sixteenth  century.  They 
were  conducted  by  Ponce  de  Leon,  Vas- 
quez,  Yerrazani,  and  Soto,  in  search  of 
the  fountain  of  perpetual  youth,  or  to  ex- 
tend empire  by  right  of  discovery.  But 
no  permanent  settlement  by  way  of  colo- 
ny or  garrison  was  attempted  until  1562. 

In  that  year,  — the  same  in  which  he 
drew  his  sword  for  his  faith,  and  ten 
years  before  the  Massacre  of  St.  Bar- 
tholomew, in  which  he  fell  the  most  il- 
lustrious victim,  — Admiral  Coligny,  the 
great  Protestant  chief,  anxious  to  found 
beyond  the  seas  a refuge  for  persecuted 
Huguenots,  fitted  out  the  expedition  of 
Jean  Ribault,  which,  after  a voyage  of 
over  three  months  across  the  ocean  and 
northward  along  the  coast,  cast  anchor 
on  May  27th  in  the  harbor  of  Port  Roy- 
al, and  gave  it  the  name  which  it  retains 
to  this  day.  That  year  was  also  to  be 
ever  memorable  for  another  and  far  dif- 
ferent enterprise,  which  was  destined  to 
be  written  in  dark  and  perpetual  lines  on 
human  history.  Then  it  was  that  John 
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Hawkins  sailed  for  Africa  in  quest  of  the 
first  cargo  of  negroes  ever  brought  to  the 
New  World.  The  expedition  of  Ribault 
was  the  first  visit  of  Europeans  to  Port 
Royal  or  to  any  part  of  South  Carolina, 
and  the  garrison  left  by  him  was  the  first 
settlement  under  their  auspices  ever  made 
on  this  continent  north  of  Mexico.  There 
is  not  space  or  need  to  detail  here  the 
mutiny  and  suffering  of  this  military  col- 
ony, their  abandonment  of  the  post,  the 
terrible  voyage  homeward,  or  the  perse- 
verance of  Coligny  in  his  original  pur- 
pose. Nor  is  it  within  the  compass  of  this 
narrative  to  recount  the  fortunes  of  the 
second  garrison,  which  was  founded  on 
the  St.  John’s,  the  visit  of  John  Hawkins 
in  1565  with  timely  relief,  the  return  of 
Ribault  from  France  and  his  sad  fate, 
the  ferocity  of  Melendez  against  all  her- 
etic Frenchmen,  and  the  avenging  chiv- 
alry of  Dominic  de  Gourges.  The  stu- 
dent is  baffled  in  attempts  to  fix  localities 
for  the  deeds  and  explorations  of  this  pe- 
riod, even  with  the  help  of  the  several 
accounts  and  the  drawings  of  Le  Moyne ; 
and,  besides,  these  later  vicissitudes  did 
not  involve  any  permanent  occupation  as 
far  north  as  Port  Royal,  that  region  hav- 
ing been  abandoned  by  the  French,  and 
being  then  visited  by  the  Spanish  only 
for  trade  or  adventure. 

Some  merchants  of  Barbados,  in  1663, 
sent  William  Hilton  and  other  commis- 
sioners to  Florida,  then  including  Port 
Royal,  to  explore  the  country  with  refer- 
ence to  an  emigration  thither.  Hilton’s 
Narration,  published  in  London  the  year 
after,  mentions  St.  Ellens  as  one  of  the 
points  visited,  meaning  St.  Helena,  but 
probably  including  the  Sea  Islands  un- 
der that  name.  The  natives  were  found 
to  speak  many  Spanish  words,  and  to  be 
familiar  enough  with  the  report  of  guns 
not  to  be  alarmed  by  it.  The  commis- 
sioners, whose  explorations  were  evi- 
dently prompted  by  motives  of  gain,  close 
a somewhat  glowing  description  of  the 
country  by  saying,  “ And  we  could  wish 
that  all  they  that  want  a happy  settle- 
ment of  our  English  nation  were  well 
transported  thither.” 


Hitherto  England  had  borne  no  part 
in  exploring  this' region.  But,  relieved 
of  her  civil  wars  by  the  Restoration,  she 
began  to  seek  colonial  empire  on  the 
southern  coast  of  North  America.  In 
1663,  Charles  II.  granted  a charter  to 
Clarendon,  Monk,  Shaftsbury,  — each  fa- 
mous in  the  conflicts  of  those  times, — 
and  to  their  associates,  as  proprietors  of 
Carolina.  The  genius  of  John  Locke, 
more  fitted  for  philosophy  than  affairs, 
devised  a constitution  for  the  colony,  — 
an  idle  work,  as  it  proved.  In  1670,  the 
first  emigrants,  under  Governor  William 
Sayle,  arrived  at  Port  Royal,  with  the 
purpose  to  remain  there ; but,  disturbed 
probably  with  apprehensions  of  Spanish 
incursions  from  Florida,  they  removed 
to  the  banks  of  the  Ashley,  and,  after 
another  change  of  site,  founded  Charles- 
ton. 

In  1682,  a colony  from  Scotland  un- 
der Lord  Cardross  was  founded  at  Port 
Royal,  but  was  driven  away  four  years 
later  by  the  Spanish.  No  permanent 
settlement  of  the  Beaufort  district  ap- 
pears to  have  succeeded  until  1700.  This 
district  is  divided  into  four  parishes,  St. 
Peter’s,  St.  Luke’s,  St.  Helena,  and 
Prince  William,  being  fifty-eight  miles 
long  and  thirty-two  broad,  and  contain- 
ing 1,224,960  acres.  St.  Helena  parish 
includes  the  islands  of  St.  Helena,  La- 
dies, Port  Royal,  Paris,  and  a few  small- 
er islands,  which,  together  with  Hilton 
Head,  make  the  district  occupied  by  our 
forces.  The  largest  and  most  populous  of 
these  islands  is  St.  Helena,  being  fifteen 
miles  long  and  six  or  seven  broad,  con- 
taining fifty  plantations  and  three  thou- 
sand negroes,  and  perhaps  more  since 
the  evacuation  of  Edisto.  Port  Royal  is 
two-thirds  or  three-quarters  the  size  of 
St.  Helena,  Ladies  half  as  large,  and 
Hilton  Head  one-third  as  large.  Paris, 
or  Parry,  has  five  plantations,  and  Coo- 
saw,  Morgan,  Cat,  Cane,  and  Barnwell 
have  each  one  or  two.  Beaufort  is  the 
largest  town  in  the  district  of  that  name, 
and  the  only  one  at  Port  Royal  in  our 
possession.  Its  population,  black  and 
white,  in  time  of  peace  may  have  been 
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between  two  and  three  thousand.  The 
first  lots  were  granted  in  1717.  Its  Epis- 
copal church  was  built  in  1720.  Its  li- 
brary was  instituted  in  1802,  had  increas- 
ed in  1825  to  six  or  eight  hundred  vol- 
umes, and  when  our  military  occupation 
began  contained  about  thirty -five  hun- 
dred. 

The  origin  of  the  name  Port  Royal, 
given  to  a harbor  at  first  and  since  to  an 
island,  has  already  been  noted.  The 
name  of  St.  Helena,  applied  to  a sound, 
a parish,  and  an  island,  originated  prob- 
ably with  the  Spaniards,  and  was  given 
by  them  in  tribute  to  Saint  Helena,  the 
mother  of  Constantine  the  Great,  whose 
day  in  the  calendar  is  August  18th. 
Broad  River  is  the  equivalent  of  La 
Grande,  which  was  given  by  Ribault. 
Hilton  Head  may  have  been  derived  from 
Captain  Hilton,  who  came  from  Barba- 
dos. Coosaw  is  the  name  of  a tribe  of 
Indians.  Beaufort  is  likely  to  have  been 
so  called  for  Henry,  Duke  of  Beauford, 
one  of  the  lord  proprietors,  while  Caro- 
lina was  a province  of  Great  Britain. 

The  Beaufort  District  is  not  invested 
with  any  considerable  Revolutionary  ro- 
mance. In  1779,  the  British  forces  hold- 
ing Savannah  sent  two  hundred  troops 
with  a howitzer  and  two  field-pieces  to 
Beaufort.  Four  companies  of  militia 
from  Charleston  with  two  field -pieces, 
reinforced  by  a few  volunteers  from 
Beaufort,  repulsed  and  drove  them  off. 
The  British  made  marauding  incursions 
from  Charleston  in  1782,  and  are  said  to 
have  levied  a military  contribution  on 
St.  Helena  and  Port  Royal  Islands. 

There  are  the  remains  of  Indian  mounds 
and  ancient  forts  on  the  islands.  One 
of  these  last,  it  is  said,  can  be  traced  on 
Paris  Island,  and  is  claimed  by  some  an- 
tiquaries to  be  the  Charles  Fort  built  by 
Ribault.  There  are  the  well-preserved 
walls  of  one  upon  the  plantation  of  John 
J.  Smith  on  Port  Royal  Island,  a few 
miles  south  of  Beaufort,  now  called  Camp 
Saxton,  and  recently  occupied  by  Col- 
oriel  Higginson’s  regiment.  It  is  built 
of  cemented  oyster-shells.  Common  re- 
mark refers  to  it  as  a Spanish  fort,  but 
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it  is  likely  to  be  of  English  construction. 
The  site  of  Charles  Fort  is  claimed  for 
Beaufort,  Lemon  Island,  Paris  Island, 
and  other  points. 

The  Sea  Islands  are  formed  by  the  in- 
tersection of  the  creeks  and  arms  of  the 
sea.  They  have  a uniform  level,  are 
without  any  stones,  and  present  a rather 
monotonous  and  uninteresting  scenery, 
spite  of  the  raptures  of  French  explorers. 
The  creeks  run  up  into  the  islands  at 
numerous  points,  affording  facilities  for 
transportation  by  flats  and  boats  to  the 
buildings  which  are  usually  near  them. 
The  soil  is  of  a light,  sandy  mould,  and 
yields  in  the  best  seasons  a very  moder- 
ate crop,  say  fifteen  bushels  of  corn  and 
one  hundred  or  one  hundred  and  thirty 
pounds  of  ginned  cotton  to  the  acre,  — 
quite  different  from  the  plantations  in  Mis- 
sissippi and  Texas,  where  an  acre  pro- 
duces five  or  six  hundred  pounds.  The 
soil  is  not  rich  enough  for  the  cultivated 
grasses,  and  one  finds  but  little  turf.  The 
coarse  saline  grasses,  gathered  in  stacks, 
furnish  the  chief  material  for  manure. 
The  long-fibred  cotton  peculiar  to  the 
region  is  the  result  of  the  climate,  which 
is  affected  by  the  action  of  the  salt  wa- 
ter upon  the  atmosphere  by  means  of 
the  creeks  which  permeate  the  land  in 
all  directions.  The  seed  of  this  cotton, 
planted  on  the  upland,  will  produce  in 
a few  years  the  cotton  of  coarser  text- 
ure ; and  the  seed  of  the  latter,  planted 
on  the  islands,  will  in  a like  period  pro- 
duce the  finer  staple.  The  Treasury  De- 
partment secured  eleven  hundred  thou- 
sand pounds  from  the  islands  occupied 
by  our  forces,  including  Edisto,  being  the 
crop,  mostly  unginned,  and  gathered  in 
storehouses,  when  our  military  occupa- 
tion began. 

The  characteristic  trees  are  the  live- 
oak,  its  wood  almost  as  heavy  as  lig- 
num-vitae,  the  trunk  not  high,  but  some- 
times five  or  six  feet  in  diameter,  and 
extending  its  crooked  branches  far  over 
the  land,  with  the  long,  pendulous,  fune- 
real moss  adhering  to  them,  — and  the 
palmetto,  shooting  up  its  long,  spongy 
stem  thirty  or  forty  feet,  unrelieved  by 
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vines  or  branches,  with  a disproportion- 
ately small  cap  of  leaves  at  the  summit, 
the  most  ungainly  of  trees,  albeit  it  gives 
a name  and  coat -of- arms  to  the  State. 
Besides  these,  are  the  pine,  the  red 
and  white  oak,  the  cedar,  the  bay,  the 
gum,  the  maple,  and  the  ash.  The  soil 
is  luxuriant  with  an  undergrowth  of 
impenetrable  vines.  These  interlacing 
the  trees,  supported  also  by  shrubs,  of 
which  the  cassena  is  the  most  distin- 
guished variety,  and  faced  with  ditches, 
make  the  prevailing  fences  of  the  plan- 
tations. The  hedges  are  adorned  in 
March  and  April  with  the  yellow  jes- 
samine, ( jelseminum ,)  — the  cross-vine 
( bignonia ,)  with  its  mass  of  rich  red 
blossoms,  — the  Cherokee  rose,  ( laevi- 
gata,,)  spreading  out  in  long  waving 
wreaths  of  white,  — and,  two  months 
later,  the  palmetto  royal,  ( yucca  glorio- 
sa ,)  which  protects  the  fence  with  its 
prickly  leaves,  and  delights  the  eyes  with 
its  pyramid-like  clusters  of  white  flow- 
ers. Some  of  these  trees  and  shrubs 
serve  a utilitarian  end  in  art  and  medi- 
cine. The  live-oak  is  famous  in  ship- 
building. The  palmetto,  or  cabbage-pal- 
metto, as  it  is  called,  resists  destruction 
by  worms,  and  is  used  for'facing  wharves. 
It  was  employed  to  protect  Fort  Moul- 
trie in  1776,  when  bombarded  by  the 
British  fleet ; and  the  cannon-balls  were 
buried  in  its  spongy  substance.  The 
moss  (tillandsia  usneoides)  served  to 
calk  the  rude  vessel  of  the  first  French 
colonists,  longing  for  home.  It  may  be 
used  for  bedding  after  its  life  has  been 
killed  by  boiling  water,  and  for  the  sub- 
sistence of  cattle  when  destitute  of  other 
food.  The  cassena  is  a powerful  diuretic. 

The  game  and  fish,  which  are  both 
abundant  and  of  desirable  kinds,  and  to 
the  pursuit  of  which  the  planters  were 
much  addicted,  are  described  in  Eliot’s 
book.  Russell’s  “ Diary  ” may  also  be 
consulted  in  relation  to  fishing  for  devil 
and  drum. 

The  best  dwellings  in  Beaufort  are 
capacious,  with  a piazza  on  the  first  and 
second  stories,  through  each  of  which 
runs  a large  hall  to  admit  a free  circula- 


tion of  air.  Only  one,  however,  appear- 
ed to  have  been  built  under  the  super- 
vision of  a professional  architect.  Those 
on  the  plantations,  designed  for  the  plant- 
ers or  overseers,  were,  with  a few  ex- 
ceptions, of  a very  mean  character,  and 
a thriving  mechanic  in  New  England 
would  turn  his  back  on  them  as  unfit  to 
live  in.  Their  yards  are  without  turf, 
having  as  their  best  feature  a neighbor- 
ing grove  of  orange  - trees.  One  or  two 
dwellings  only  appear  to  be  ancient.  In- 
deed, they  are  not  well  enough  built  to 
last  long.  The  estates  upon  Edisto  Is- 
land are  of  a more  patrician  character, 
and  are  occasionally  surrounded  by  spa- 
cious flower-gardens  and  ornamental  trees 
fancifully  trimmed. 

The  names  of  the  planters  indicated 
mainly  an  English  origin,  although  some 
may  be  traced  to  Huguenot  families  who 
sought  a refuge  here  from  the  religious 
persecutions  of  France. 

The  deserted  houses  were  generally 
found  strewn  with  religious  periodicals, 
mainly  Baptist  magazines.  This  charac- 
teristic of  Southern  life  has  been  else- 
where observed  in  the  progress  of  our 
army.  Occasionally  some  book  denoun- 
cing slavery  as  criminal  and  ruinous  was 
found  among  those  left  behind.  One  of 
these  was  Hewatt’s  history  of  South 
Carolina,  published  in  1779,  and  re- 
printed in  Carroll’s  collection.  Another 
was  Gregoire’s  vindication  of  the  negro 
race  and  tribute  to  its  distinguished  ex- 
amples, translated  by  Warden  in  1810. 
These  people  seem,  indeed,  to  have  had 
light  enough  to  see  the  infinite  wrong  of 
the  system,  and  it  is  difficult  to  believe 
them  entirely  sincere  in  their  passion- 
ate defence  of  it.  Their  very  violence, 
when  the  moral  basis  of  slavery  is  as- 
sailed, seems  to  be  that  of  a man  who 
distrusts  the  rightfulness  of  his  daily  con- 
duct, has  resolved  to  persist  in  it,  and 
therefore  hates  most  of  all  the  prophet 
who  comes  to  confront  him  for  his  mis- 
deeds, and,  if  need  be,  to  publish  them 
to  mankind. 

Well-authenticated  instances  of  cruelty 
to  slaves  were  brought  to  notice  without 
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being  sought  for.  The  whipping-tree  is 
now  often  pointed  out,  still  showing  the 
place  where  it  was  worn  by  the  rope 
which  bound  the  sufferer  to  it.  On  the 
plantation  where  my  own  quarters  were 
was  a woman  who  had  been  so  beaten 
when  approaching  the  trials  of  maternity 
as  to  crush  out  the  life  of  the  unborn 
child.  But  this  planter  had  one  daugh- 
ter who  looked  with  horror  on  the  scenes 
of  which  she  was  the  unwilling  witness. 
She  declared  to  her  parents,  and  sisters 
that  it  was  hell  to  live  in  such  a place. 
She  was  accustomed  to  advise  the  ne- 
groes how  best  to  avoid  being  whipped. 
When  the  war  began,  she  assured  them 
that  the  story  of  the  masters  that  the 
Yankees  were  going  to  send  them  to 
Cuba  was  all  a lie.  Surely  a kind  Prov- 
idence will  care  for  this  noble  girl ! This 
war  will,  indeed,  emancipate  others  than 
blacks  from  bonds  which  marriage  and 
kindred  have  involved.  But  it  is  un- 
pleasant to  dwell  on  these  painful  scenes 
of  the  past,  constant  and  authentic  as 
they  are ; and  they  hardly  concern  the 
practical  question  which  now  presses  for 
a solution.  Nor  in  referring  to  them  is 
there  any  need  of  injustice  or  exaggera- 
tion. Human  nature  has  not  the  phys- 
ical endurance  or  moral  persistence  to 
keep  up  a perpetual  and  universal  cruel- 
ty; and  there  are  fortunate  slaves  who 
never  received  a blow  from  their  mas- 
ters. Besides,  there  was  less  labor  ex- 
acted and  less  discipline  imposed  on  the 
loosely  managed  plantations  of  the  Sea 
Islands  than  in  other  districts  where 
slave-labor  was  better  and  more  profit- 
ably organized  and  directed. 

The  capture  of  Hilton  Head  and  Bay 
Point  by  the  navy,  November  7th,  1861, 
was  followed  by  the  immediate  military 
occupation  of  the  Sea  Islands.  In  the 
latter  part  of  December,  the  Secretary 
of  the  Treasury,  Mr.  Chase,  whose  fore- 
sight as  a statesman  and  humane  dispo- 
sition naturally  turned  his  thoughts  to 
the  subject,  deputed  a special  agent  to 
visit  this  district  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
porting upon  the  condition  of  the  negroes 
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who  had  been  abandoned  by  the  white 
population,  and  of  suggesting  some  plan 
for  the  organization  of  their  labor  and  the 
promotion  of  their  general  well-being. 
The  agent,  leaving  New  York  January 
13th,  1862,  reached  that  city  again  on  his 
way  to  Washington  on  the  13th  of  Febru- 
ary, having  in  the  mean  time  visited  a 
large  number  of  the  plantations,  and  talk- 
ed familiarly  with  the  negroes  in  their  cab- 
ins. The  results  of  his  observations,  in  re- 
lation to  the  condition  of  the  people,  their 
capacities  and  wishes,  the  culture  of  their 
crops,  and  the  best  mode  of  administra- 
tion, on  the  whole  favorable,  were  embod- 
ied in  a report.  The  plan  proposed  by 
him  recommended  the  appointment  of 
superintendents  to  act  as  guides  of  the 
negroes  and  as  local  magistrates,  with  an 
adequate  corps  of  teachers.  It  was  ac- 
cepted by  the  Secretary  with  a full  in- 
dorsement, and  its  execution  intrusted 
to  the  same  agent.  The  agent  present- 
ed the  subject  to  several  members  of 
Congress,  with  whom  he  had  a person- 
al acquaintance,  but,  though  they  lis- 
tened respectfully,  they  seemed  either  to 
dread  the  magnitude  of  the  social  ques- 
tion, or  to  feel  that  it  was  not  one  with 
which  they  as  legislators  were  called  up- 
on immediately  to  deal.  The  Secretary 
himself,  and  Mr.  Olmsted,  then  connect- 
ed with  the  Sanitary  Commission,  alone 
seemed  to  grasp  it,  and  to  see  the  neces- 
sity of  immediate  action.  It  is  doubtful 
if  any  member  of  the  Cabinet,  except 
Mr.  Chase,  took  then  any  interest  in  the 
enterprise,  though  it  has  since  been  fos- 
tered by  the  Secretary  of  War.  At  the 
suggestion  of  the  Secretary,  the  Presi- 
dent appointed  an  interview  with  the 
agent.  Mr.  Lincoln,  who  was  then  chaf- 
ing under  a prospective  bereavement,  lis- 
tened for  a few  moments,  and  then  said, 
somewhat  impatiently,  that  he  did  not 
think  he  ought  to  be  troubled  with  such 
details, — that  there  seemed  to  be  an  itch- 
ing to  get  negroes  into  our  lines ; to  which 
the  agent  replied,  that  these  negroes  were 
within  them  by  the  invitation  of  no  one, 
being  domiciled  there  before  we  com- 
menced occupation.  The  President  then 
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wrote  and  handed  to  the  agent  the  fol- 
lowing card : — 

“ I shall  be  obliged  if  the  Sec.  of  the 
Treasury  will  in  his  discretion  give  Mr. 
Pierce  such  instructions  in  regard  to  Port 
Royal  contrabands  as  may  seem  judicious. 

“ A.  Lincoln. 

“ Feb.  15, 1862.” 

The  President,  so  history  must  write 
it,  approached  the  great  question  slowly 
and  reluctantly,  and  in  February,  1862, 
he  little  dreamed  of  the  proclamations  he 
was  to  issue  in  the  September  and  Jan- 
uary following.  Perhaps  that  slowness 
and  reluctance  were  well,  for  thereby  it 
was  given  to  this  people  to  work  out 
their  own  salvation,  rather  than  to  be 
saved  by  any  chief  or  prophet. 

Notwithstanding  the  plan  of  superin- 
tendents was  accepted,  there  were  no 
funds  wherewith  to  pay  them.  At  this 
stage  the  “ Educational  Commission,”  or- 
ganized in  Boston  on  the  7th  of  Feb- 
ruary, and  the  “ Freedmen’s  Belief  As- 
sociation,” organized  in  New  York  on 
the  20th  of  the  same  month,  gallantly 
volunteered  to  pay  both  superintendents 
and  teachers,  and  did  so  until  July  1st, 
when  the  Government,  having  derived  a 
fund  from  the  sale  of  confiscated  cotton 
left  in  the  territory  by  the  Rebels,  under- 
took the  payment  of  the  superintendents, 
the  two  societies,  together  with  another 
organized  in  Philadelphia  on  the  3d  of 
March,  and  called  the  “ Port  Royal  Re- 
lief Committee,”  providing  for  the  sup- 
port of  the  teachers. 

When  these  voluntary  associations 
sprang  into  being  to  save  an  enterprise 
which  otherwise  must  have  failed,  no 
authoritative  assurance  had  been  given 
as  to  the  legal  condition  of  the  negroes. 
The  Secretary,  in  a letter  to  the  agent, 
had  said,  that,  after  being  received  in- 
to our  service,  they  could  not,  without 
great  injustice,  be  restored  to  their  mas- 
ters, and  should  therefore  be  fitted  to  be- 
come self-supporting  citizens.  The  Presi- 
dent was  reported  to  have  said  freely,  in 
private,  that  negroes  who  were  within 
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our  lines,  and  had  been  employed  by  the 
Government,  should  be  protected  in  their 
freedom.  No  official  assurance  of  this 
had,  however,  been  given ; and  its  ab- 
sence disturbed  the  societies  in  their  for- 
mation. At  one  meeting  of  the  Boston 
society  action  was  temporarily  arrested 
by  the  expression  of  an  opinion  by  a gen- 
tleman present,  that  there  wa6  no  evi- 
dence showing  that  these  people,  when 
educated,  would  not  be  the  victims  of 
some  unhappy  compromise.  A public 
meeting  in  Providence,  for  their  relief, 
is  said  to  have  broken  up  without  action  * 
because  of  a speech  from  a furloughed 
officer  of  a regiment  stationed  at  Port 
Royal,  who  considered  such  a result  the 
probable  one.  But  the  societies,  on  re- 
flection, wisely  determined-  to  do  what 
they  could  to  prepare  them  to  become 
self-supporting  citizens,  in  the  belief,  that, 
when  they  had  become  such,  no  Governr 
ment  could  ever  be  found  base  enough  to 
turn  its  back  upon  them.  These  associa- 
tions, it  should  be  stated,  have  been  man- 
aged by  persons  of  much  consideration  in 
their  respective  communities,  of  unosten- 
tatious philanthropy,  but  of  energetic  and 
practical  benevolence,  hardly  one  of  whom 
has  ever  filled  or  been  a candidate  for  a 
political  office. 

There  was  a pleasant  interview  at  this 
time  which  may  fitly  be  mentioned.  The 
venerable  Josiah  Quincy,  just  entered  on 
his  ninety-first  year,  hearing  of  the  enter- 
prise, desired  to  see  one  who  had  charge 
of  it.  I went  to  his  chamber,  where  he 
had  been  confined  to  his  bed  for  many 
weeks  with  a fractured  limb.  He  talked 
like  a patriot  who  read  the  hour  and  its 
duty.  He  ffelt  troubled  lest  adequate 
power  had  not  been  given  to  protect  the 
enterprise,  — said  that  but  for  his  disa- 
bility he  should  be  glad  to  write  some- 
thing about  it,  but  that  he  was  living 
“ the  postscript  of  his  life  ” ; and  as  we 
parted,  he  gave  his  hearty  benediction  to 
the  work  and  to  myself.  Restored  in  a 
measure  to  activity,  he  is  still  spared  to  the 
generation  which  fondly  cherishes  his  old 
age ; and  recently,  at  the  organization  of 
the  Union  Club,  he  read  to  his  fella w-citi- 
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zens,  gathering  close  about  him  and  hang- 
ing on  his  speech,  words  of  counsel  and 
encouragement. 

On  the  morning  of  the  3d  of  March, 
1862,  the  first  delegation  of  superintend- 
ents and  teachers,  fifty -three  in  all,  of 
whom  twelve  were  women,  left  the  har- 
bor of  New  York,  on  board  the  United 
States  steam-transport  Atlantic,  arriving 
at  Beaufort  on  the  9th.  It  was  a voy- 
age never  to  be  forgotten.  The  enter- 
prise  was  new  and  strange,  and  it  was 
not  easy  to  predict  its  future.  Success 
or  defeat  might  be  in  store  for  us;  and 
we  could  only  trust  in  God  that  our 
strength  would  be  equal  to  our  respon- 
sibilities. As  the  colonists  approached  the 
shores  of  South  Carolina,  they  were  ad- 
dressed by  the  agent  in  charge,  who  told 
them  the  little  he  had  learned  of  their 
duties,  enjoined  patience  and  humanity, 
impressed  on  them  the  greatness  of  their 
work,  the  results  of  which  were  to  cheer 
or  dishearten  good  men,  to  settle,  per- 
haps, one  way  or  the  other,  the  social 
problem  of  the  age,  — assuring  them  that 
never  did  a vessel  bear  a colony  on  a 
nobler  mission,  not  even  the  Mayflower, 
when  she  conveyed  the  Pilgrims  to  Ply- 
mouth, that  it  would  be  a poorly  written 
history  which  should  omit  their  individ- 
ual names,  and  that,  if  faithful  to  their 
trust,  there  would  come  to  them  the  high- 
est of  all  recognitions  ever  accorded  to 
angels  or  to  men,  in  this  life  or  the  next, 
— “ Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  the 
least  of  these,  ye  have  done  it  unto  Me.” 

This  first  delegation  of  superintendents 
and  teachers  were  distributed  during  the 
first  fortnight  after  their  arrival  at  Beau- 
fort, and  at  its  close  they  had  all  reached 
their  appointed  posts.  They  took  their 
quarters  in  the  deserted  houses  of  the 
planters.  These  had  all  left  on  the  ar- 
rival of  our  army,  only  four  white  men, 
citizens  of  South  Carolina,  remaining, 
and  none  of  those  being  slaveholders, 
except  one,  who  had  only  two  or  three 
slaves.  Our  operations  were,  therefore, 
not  interfered  with  by  landed  proprietors 
who  were  loyal  or  pretended  to  be  so. 
The  negroes  had,  in  the  mean  time,  been 
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without  persons  to  guide  and  care  for 
them,  and  had  been  exposed  to  the  care- 
less and  conflicting  talk  of  soldiers  who 
chanced  to  meet  them.  They  were  also 
brought  in  connection  with  some  em- 
ployes of  the  Government,  engaged  in 
the  collection  of  cotton  found  upon  the 
plantations,  none  of  whom  were  doing 
anything  for  their  education,  and  most 
of  whom  were  in  favor  of  leasing  the 
plantations  and  the  negroes  upon  them 
as  adscripti  glebce , looking  forward  to  their 
restoration  to  their  masters  at  the  close 
of  the  war.  They  were  uncertain  as  to  the 
intentions  of  the  Yankees,  and  were  won- 
dering at  the  confusion,  as  they  called  it. 
They  were  beginning  to  plant  com  in 
their  patches,  but  were  disinclined  to 
plant  cotton,  regarding  it  as  a badge  of 
servitude.  No  schools  had  been  opened, 
except  one  at  Beaufort,  which  had  been 
kept  a few  weeks  by  two  freedmen,  one 
bearing  the  name  of  John  Milton,  under 
the  auspices  of  the  Bev.  Dr.  Peck.  This 
is  not  the  place  to  detail  the  obstacles  we 
met  with,  one  after  another  overcome,  — 
the  calumnies  and  even  personal  violence 
to  which  we  were  subjected.  These  things 
occurred  at  an  early  period  of  our  strug- 
gle, when  the  nation  was  groping  its  way 
to  light,  and  are  not  likely  to  occur  again. 
Let  unworthy  men  sleep  in  the  oblivion 
they  deserve,  and  let  others  of  better  na- 
tures, who  were  then  blind,  but  now  see, 
not  be  taunted  with  their  inconsiderate 
acts.  The  nickname  of  Gibeonites,  ap- 
plied to  the  colonists,  may,  however,  be 
fitly  remembered.  It  may  now  justly 
claim  rank  with  the  honored  titles  of 
Puritan  and  Methodist.  The  higher  offi- 
cers of  the  army  were  uniformly  respect- 
ful and  disposed  to  cooperation.  One  of 
these  may  properly  be  mentioned.  Our 
most  important  operations  were  in  the 
district  under  the  command  of  Brigadier- 
General  Isaac  I.  Stevens,  an  officer  whose 
convictions  were  not  supposed  to  be  fa- 
vorable to  the  enterprise,  and  who,  dur- 
ing the  political  contest  of  1860,  had  been 
the  chairman  of  the  National  Breckin- 
ridge Committee.  But  such  was  his  hon- 
or as  a gentleman,  and  his  sense  of  the 
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duty  of  subordination  to  the  wishes  of 
the  Government,  that  his  personal  cour- 
tesies and  official  aid  were  never  want- 
ing. He  received  his  mortal  wound  at 
Chantilly,  Virginia,  on  the  first  of  Sep- 
tember following,  and  a braver  and  abler 
officer  has  not  fallen  in  the  service. 

Notwithstanding  our  work  was  com- 
menced six  weeks  too  late,  and  other  hin- 
drances occurred,  detailed  in  the  second 
report  of  the  agent,  some  eight  thousand 
acres  of  esculents,  — a fair  supply  of  food, 
— • and  some  four  thousand  five  hundred 
acres  of  cotton  (after  a deduction  for 
over-estimates)  were  planted.  This  was 
done  upon  one  hundred  and  eighty-nine 
plantations,  on  which  were  nine  thousand 
and  fifty  people,  of  whom  four  thousand 
four  hundred  and  twenty-nine  were  field- 
hands,  made  up  of  men,  women,  and 
children,  and  equivalent,  in  the  usual 
classification  and  estimate  of  the  produc- 
tive capacity  of  laborers,  to  three  thou- 
sand eight  hundred  and  five  and  one- 
half  full  hands.  The  cotton -crop  pro- 
duced will  not  exceed  sixty-five  thousand 
pounds  of  ginned  cotton.  Work  enough 
was  done  to  have  produced  five  hundred 
thousand  pounds  in  ordinary  times;  but 
the  immaturity  of  the  pod,  resulting  from 
the  lateness  of  the  planting,  exposed  it 
to  the  ravages  of  the  frost  and  the  worm. 
Troops  being  ordered  North,  after  the  dis- 
asters of  the  Peninsular  campaign,  Edisto 
was  evacuated  in  the  middle  of  July,  and 
thus  one  thousand  acres  of  esculents,  and 
nearly  seven  hundred  acres  of  cotton,  the 
cultivation  of  which  had  been  finished, 
were  abandoned.  In  the  autumn,  Major- 
General  Mitchell  required  forty  tons  of 
corn -fodder  and  seventy -eight  thousand 
pounds  of  corn  in  the  ear,  for  army-forage. 
These  are  but  some  of  the  adverse  influ- 
ences to  which  the  agricultural  opera- 
tions were  subjected. 

It  is  fitting  here  that  I should  bear 
my  testimony  to  the  superintendents  and 
teachers  commissioned  by  the  associa- 
tions. There  was  as  high  a purpose  and 
devotion  among  them  as  in  any  colony 
that  ever  went  forth  to  bear  the  evangel  of 
civilization.  Among  them  were  some  of 


the  choicest  young  men  of  New  England, 
fresh  from  Harvard,  Yale,  and  Brown, 
from  the  divinity-schools  of  Andover  and 
Cambridge,  — men  of  practical  talent  and 
experience.  There  were  some  of  whom 
the  world  was  scarce  worthy,  and  to 
whom,  whether  they  are  among  the  liv- 
ing or  the  dead,  I delight  to  pay  the 
tribute  of  my  respect  and  admiration. 

Four  of  the  original  delegation  have 
died.  William  S.  Clark  died  at  Boston, 
April  25th,  1863,  a consumptive  when 
he  entered  on  the  work,  which  he  was 
obliged  to  leave  six  months  before  his 
death.  He  was  a faithful  and  conscien- 
tious teacher.  Though  so  many  months 
had  passed  since  he  left  these  labors, 
their  fascination  was  such  that  he  dwelt 
fondly  upon  them  in  his  last  days. 

The  colony  was  first  broken  by  the 
death  of  Francis  E.  Barnard,  at  St.  He- 
lena Island,  October  18th,  1862.  He 
was  devoted,  enthusiastic,  — and  though 
not  fitted,  as  it  at  first  appeared,  for  the 
practical  duties  of  a superintendent,  yet 
even  in  this  respect  disappointing  me  en- 
tirely. He  was  an  evangelist,  also,  and 
he  preached  with  more  unction  than  any 
other  the  gospel  of  freedom,  — always, 
however,  enforcing  the  duties  of  industry 
and  self-restraint.  He  was  never  sad,  but 
always  buoyant  and  trustful.  He  and 
a comrade  were  the  first  to  be  separat- 
ed from  the  company,  while  at  Hilton 
Head,  and  before  the  rest  went  to  Beau- 
fort, — being  assigned  to  Edisto,  which 
had  been  occupied  less  than  a month, 
and  was  a remote  and  exposed  point ; 
but  he  went  fearlessly  and  without  ques- 
tion. The  evacuation  of  Edisto  in  Ju- 
ly, the  heat,  and  the  labor  involved  in 
bringing  away  and  settling  his  people 
at  the  village  on  St.  Helena  Island,  a 
summer  resort  of  the  former  residents, 
where  were  some  fifty  vacant  houses, 
were  too  much  for  him.  His  excessive 
exertions  brought  on  malarious  fever. 
This  produced  an  unnatural  excitement, 
and  at  mid-day,  under  a hot  sun,  he 
rode  about  to  attend  to  his  people.  He 
died,  — men,  women,  and  children,  for 
whom  he  had  toiled,  filling  the  house  with 
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their  sobs  during  his  departing  hours. 
His  funeral  was  thronged  by  them,  his 
coffin  strewn  with  flowers  which  they 
and  his  comrades  had  plucked,  and  then 
his  remains  were  borne  to  his  native 
town,  where  burial-rites  were  again  per- 
formed in  the  old  church  of  Dorchester. 
Read  his  published  journal,  and  find  how 
a noble  youth  can  live  fourscore  years  in 
a little  more  than  one  score.  One  high 
privilege  was  accorded  to  him.  He  liv- 
ed to  hear  of  the  immortal  edict  of  the 
twenty-second  of  September,  by  which 
the  freedom  of  his  people  was  to  be  se- 
cured for  all  time  to  come. 

Samuel  D.  Phillips  was  a young  man 
of  much  religious  feeling,  though  he  nev- 
er advertised  himself  as  having  it,  and 
a devout  communicant  of  the  Episcopal 
Church.  He  was  a gentleman  born  and 
bred,  inheriting  the  quality  as  well  as 
adding  to  it  by  self-discipline.  He  had 
good  business -capacity,  never  complain- 
ed of  inconveniences,  was  humane,  yet 
not  misled  by  sentiment,  and  he  gave 
more  of  his  time,  otherwise  unoccupied, 
to  teaching  than  almost  any  other  super- 
intendent. I was  recently  asking  the 
most  advanced  pupils  of  a school  on  St. 
Helena  who  first  taught  them  their  let- 
ters, and  the  frequent  answer  was,  “ Mr. 
Phillips.”  He  was  at  home  in  the  au- 
tumn for  a vacation,  was  at  the  funeral 
of  Barnard  in  Dorchester,  and  though 
at  the  time  in  imperfect  health,  he  hast- 
ened back  to  his  charge,  feeling  that  the 
death  of  Barnard,  whose  district  was  the 
same  as  his  own,  rendered  his  immediate 
return  necessary  to  the  comfort  of  his 
people.  He  went, — but  his  health  nev- 
er came  back  to  him.  His  quarters  were 
in  the  same  house  where  Barnard  had 
died,  and  in  a few  days,  on  the  5th  of 
December,  he  followed  him.  He  was 
tended  in  his  sickness  by  the  negroes, 
and  one  day,  having  asked  that  his  pillow 
might  be  turned,  he  uttered  the  words, 
“Thank  God,”  and  died.  There  was 
the  same  grief  as  at  Barnard’s  death, 
the  same  funeral-rites  at  the  St.  Hele- 
na Church,  and  his  remains  were  borne 
North  to  bereaved  relatives. 
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Daniel  Bowe  was  an  alumnus  of  Yale 
College,  and  a student  of  the  Andover 
Theological  Seminary,  not  yet  graduat- 
ed when  he  turned  from  his  professional 
studies  at  the  summons  of  Christian  duty. 
He  labored  faithfully  as  a superintend- 
ent, looking  after  the  physical,  moral, 
and  educational  interests  of  his  people. 
He  had  a difficult  post,  was  overburdened 
with  labor,  and  perhaps  had  not  the  facul- 
ty of  taking  as  good  care  of  himself  as 
was  even  consistent  wuth  his  duties.  He 
came  home  in  the  summer,  commended 
the  enterprise  and  his  people  to  the  cit- 
izens and  students  of  Andover,  and  re- 
turned. He  afterwards  fell  ill,  and,  again 
coming  North,  died  October  30th,  a few 
days  after  reaching  New  York.  The 
young  woman  who  was  betrothed  to  him, 
but  whom  he  did  not  live  to  wed,  has  since 
his  death  sought  this  field  of  labor ; and 
on  my  recent  visit  I found  her  upon  the 
plantation  where  he  had  resided,  teaching 
the  children  whom  he  had  first  taught, 
and  whose  parents  he  had  guided  to  free- 
dom. Truly,  the  age  of  Christian  ro- 
mance has  not  passed  away  ! 

On  the  first  of  July,  1862,  the  admin- 
istration of  affairs  at  Port  Royal  having 
been  transferred  from  the  Treasury  to 
the  War  Department,  the  charge  of  the 
freedmen  passed  into  the  hands  of  Brig- 
adier-General Rufus  Saxton,  a native 
of  Massachusetts,  who  in  childhood  had 
breathed  the  free  air  of  the  valley  of 
the  Connecticut,  a man  of  sincere  and 
humane  nature;  and  under  his  wise  and 
benevolent  care  they  still  remain.  The 
Sea  Islands,  and  also  Fernandina  and 
St.  Augustine  in  Florida,  are  within  our 
lines  in  the  Department  of  the  South, 
and  some  sixteen  or  eighteen  thousand 
negroes  are  supposed  to  be  under  his 
jurisdiction. 

The  negroes  of  the  Sea  Islands,  when 
found  by  us,  had  become  an  abject  race, 
more  docile  and  submissive  than  those 
of  any  other  locality.  The  native  Afri- 
can was  of  a fierce  and  mettlesome  tem- 
per, sullen  and  untamable.  The  master 
was  obliged  to  abate  something  of  the 
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usual  rigor  in  dealing  with  the  import- 
ed slaves.  A tax-commissioner,  now  at 
Port  Royal,  and  formerly  a resident  of 
South  Carolina,  told  me  that  a native 
African  belonging  to  his  father,  though  a 
faithful  man,  would  perpetually  insist  on 
doing  his  work  in  his  own  way,  and  be- 
ing asked  the  threatening  question,  “ A’n’t 
you  going  to  mind  ? ” would  answer,  with 
spirit,  “ No,  a’n’t  gwine  to ! ” and  the 
master  desisted.  Severe  discipline  drove 
the  natives  to  the  wilderness,  or  involved 
a mutilation  of  person  which  destroyed 
their  value  for  proprietary  purposes.  In 
1816,  eight  hundred  of  these  refugees 
were  living  free  in  the  swamps  and  ever- 
glades of  Florida.  There  the  ancestors 
of  some  of  them  had  lived  ever  since  the 
early  part  of  the  eighteenth  century,  rear- 
ing families,  carrying  cm  farms,  and  rais- 
ing cattle.  They  had  two  hundred  and 
fifty  men  fit  to  bear  arms,  led  by  chiefs 
brave  and  skilful.  The  story  of  the  Ex- 
iles of  Florida  is  one  of  painful  interest. 
The  testimony  of  officers  of  the  army  who 
served  against  them  is,  that  they  were 
more  dangerous  enemies  than  the  In- 
dians, fighting  the  most  skilfully  and 
standing  the  longest.  The  tax-commis- 
sioner before  referred  to,  who  was  a res- 
ident of  Charleston  during  the  trial  and 
execution  of  the  confederates  of  Denmark 
Yesey,  relates  that  one  of  the  native 
Africans,  when  called  to  answer  to  the 
charge  against  him,  haughtily  responded, 
— “ I was  a prince  in  my  country , and 
have  as  much  right  to  he  free  as  you ! ” 
The  Carolinians  were  so  awe  - struck  by 
his  defiance  that  they  transported  him. 
Another,  at  the  execution,  turned  in- 
dignantly to  a comrade  about  to  speak, 
and  said,  “ Die  silent , as  I do!”  and 
the  man  hushed.  The  early  newspapers 
of  Georgia  recount  the  disturbances  on 
the  plantations  occasioned  by  these  na- 
tive Africans,  and  even  by  their  chil- 
dren, being  not  until  the  third  genera- 
tion reduced  to  obedient  slaves. 

Nowhere  has  the  deterioration  of  the 
negroes  from  their  native  manhood  been 
carried  so  far  as  on  these  Sea  Islands,  — 
a deterioration  due  to  their  isolation  from 


the  excitements  of  more  populous  districts, 
the  constant  surveillance  of  the  overseers, 
and  their  intermarriage  with  each  oth- 
er, involving  a physical  degeneracy  with 
which  inexorable  Nature  punishes  diso- 
bedience to  her  laws.  The  population 
with  its  natural  increase  was  sufficient  for 
the  cultivation  of  the  soil  under  existing 
modes,  and  therefore  no  fr^sh  blood  was 
admitted,  such  as  is  found  pouring  from 
the  Border  States  into  the  sugar  and  cot- 
ton regions  of  the  Southwest.  This  un- 
manning and  depravation  of  the  native 
character  had  been  carried  so  far,  that  the 
special  agent,  on  his  first  exploration,  in 
January,  1862,  was  obliged  to  confess  the 
existence  of  a general  disinclination  to 
military  service  on  the  part  of  the  ne- 
groes; though  it  is  true  that  even  then 
instances  of  courage  and  adventure  ap- 
peared, which  indicated  that  the  more 
manly  feeling  was  only  latent,  to  be  de- 
veloped under  the  inspiration  of  events. 
And  so,  let  us  rejoice,  it  has  been.  You 
may  think  yourself  wise,  as  you  note  the 
docility  of  a subject  race ; but  in  vain 
will  you  attempt  to  study  it  until  the 
burden  is  lifted.  The  slave  is  unknown 
to.  all,  even  to  himself,  while  the  bondage 
lasts.  Nature  is  ever  a kind  mother. 
She  soothes  us  with  her  deceits,  not  in 
surgery  alone,  when  the  sufferer,  else 
writhing  in  pain,  is  transported  with  the 
sweet  delirium,  but  she  withholds  from 
the  spirit  the  sight  of  her  divinity  until 
her  opportunity  has  come.  Not  even 
Tocqueville  or  Olmsted,  much  less  the 
master,  can  measure  the  capacities  and 
possibilities  of  the  slave,  until  the  slave 
himself  is  transmuted  to  a man. 

My  recent  visit  to  Port  Royal  extend- 
ed from  March  25th  to  May  10th.  It 
was  pleasant  to  meet  the  first  colonists, 
who  still  toiled  at  their  posts,  and  special- 
ly grateful  to  receive  the  welcome  of  the 
freedmen,  and  to  note  the  progress  they 
had  made.  There  were  interesting  scenes 
to  fill  the  days.  I saw  an  aged  negro, 
Caesar  by  name,  not  less  than  one  hun- 
dred years  old,  who  had  left  children  in 
Africa,  when  stolen  away.  The  vicissi- 


802 


The  Freedmen  at  Port  Royal. 


tudes  of  such  a life  were  striking,  — a free 
savage  in  the  wilds  of  his  native  land,  a 
prisoner  on  a slave-ship,  then  for  long 
years  a toiling  slave,  now  again  a freeman 
under  the  benign  edict  of  the  President, 
— his  life  covering  an  historic  century. 
A faithful  and  industrious  negro,  Old  Si- 
mon, as  we  called  him,  hearing  of  my 
arrival,  rode  Qver  to  see  me,  and  brought 
me  a present  of  two  or  three  quarts  of 
pea-nuts  and  some  seventeen  eggs.  I had 
an  interview  with  Don  Carlos,  whom  I 
had  seen  in  May,  1862,  at  Edisto,  the 
faithful  attendant  upon  Barnard,  and  who 
had  been  both  with  him  and  Phillips  dur- 
ing their  last  hours,  — now  not  less  than 
seventy  years  of  age,  and  early  in  life  a 
slave  in  the  Alston  family,  where  he  had 
known  Theodosia  Burr,  the  daughter  of 
Aaron  Burr,  and  wife  of  Governor  Alston. 
He  talked  intelligently  upon  her  person- 
al history  and  her  mysterious  fate.  He 
had  known  John  Pierpont,  when  a teach- 
er in  the  family  of  Colonel  Alston,  and 
accompanying  the  sons  on  their  way 
North  to  college  after  the  completion  of 
their  preparatory  studies.  Pierpont  was 
a classmate  of  John  C.  Calhoun  at  Yale 
College,  and,  upon  graduating,  went 
South  as  a private  tutor. 

Aunt  Phillis  was  not  likely  to  be  over- 
looked,— an  old  woman,  with  much  power 
of  expression,  living  on  the  plantation 
where  my  quarters  had  formerly  been. 
The  attack  on  Charleston  was  going  on, 
and  she  said,  “ If  you  ’re  as  long  beating 
Secesh  everywhere  as  you  have  been  in 
taking  the  town,  guess  it  ’ll  take  you 
some  time  ! ” Indeed,  the  negroes  had 
somewhat  less  confidence  in  our  power 
than  at  first,  on  account  of  our  not  hav- 
ing followed  up  the  capture  of  Bay  Point 
and  Hilton  Head.  The  same  quaint  old 
creature,  speaking  of  the  disregard  of  the 
masters  for  the  feelings  of  the  slaves,  said, 
with  much  emphasis,  “ They  thought  God 
was  dead ! ” 

I visited  Barnwell  Island,  the  only  plan- 
tation upon  which  is  that  of  Trescot,  for- 
merly Secretary  of  Legation  at  London, 
a visit  to  whom  Russell  describes  in  his 
M Diary.”  But  the  mansion  is  not  now  as 
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when  Russell  saw  it.  Its  large  library  is 
deposited  in  the  Smithsonian  Institution 
at  Washington.  Its  spacious  rooms  in  the 
first  and  second  stories,  together  with  the 
attics,  are  all  filled  with  the  families  of 
negro  refugees.  From  this  point,  looking 
across  the  water,  we  could  see  a cavalry- 
picket  of  the  Rebels.  The  superintend- 
ent who  had  charge  of  the  plantation,  and 
accompanied  me,  was  Charles  Follen,  an 
inherited  name,  linked  with  the  struggles 
for  freedom  in  both  hemispheres. 

The  negro  graveyards  occasionally  at- 
tracted me  from  the  road.  They  are 
usually  in  an  open  field,  under  a clump 
of  some  dozen  or  twenty  trees,  perhaps 
live-oaks,  and  not  fenced.  There  may  be 
fifty  or  a hundred  graves,  marked  only 
by  sticks  eighteen  inches  or  two  feet  high 
and  about  as  large  as  the  wrist.  Mr.  Olm- 
sted saw  some  stones  in  a negro  grave- 
yard at  Savannah,  erected  by  the  slaves, 
and  bearing  rather  illiterate  inscriptions  ; 
but  I never  succeeded  in  finding  any  but 
wooden  memorials,  not  even  at  Beaufort. 
Only  in  one  case  could  I find  an  inscrip- 
tion, and  that  was  in  a burial-place  on 
Ladies  Island.  There  was  a board  at 
the  head  of  the  grave,  shaped  something 
like  an  ordinary  gravestone,  about  three 
feet  high  and  six  inches  wide.  The  in- 
scription was  as  follows  : — 

OLd  Jiw 
de  PArt  his 
Life  on  the 
2 of  WAY 
Re  st  frow 
LAuer 

On  the  foot-board  were  these  words : — 

We  1L 
d ow  N. 

The  rude  artist  was  Kit,  the  son  of  the 
old  man.  He  can  read,  and  also  write 
a little,  and,  like  his  deceased  father,  is  a 
negro  preacher.  He  said  that  he  used  to 
carry  his  father  in  his  arms  in  his  old  age, 
— that  the  old  man  had  no  pain,  and,  as 
the  son  expressed  it,  “ sunk  in  years.” 
1 inquired  of  Kit  concerning  several  of 
the  graves;  and  I found,  by  his  intelli- 
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gent  answers,  that  their  tenants  were 
disposed  in  families  and  were  known. 
These  lowly  burial-places,  for  which  art 
has  done  nothing,  are  not  without  a fas- 
cination, and  in  some  hours  of  life  they 
take  a faster  hold  on  the  sentiments  than 
more  imposing  cemeteries,  adorned  with 
shafts  of  marble  and  granite,  and  rich  in 
illustrious  dead. 

There  were  some  superstitions  among 
the  people,  perhaps  of  African  origin, 
which  the  teachers  had  detected,  such  as 
a belief  in  hags  as  evil  spirits,  and  in  a 
kind  of  witchcraft  which  only  certain 
persons  can  cure.  They  have  a super- 
stition, that,  when  you  take  up  and  re- 
move a sleeping  child,  you  must  call  its 
spirit,  else  it  will  cry,  on  awaking,  until 
you  have  taken  it  back  to  the  same  place 
and  invoked  its  spirit.  They  believe  that 
turning  an  alligator  on  his  back  will  bring 
rain  ; and  they  will  not  talk  about  one 
when  in  a boat,  lest  a storm  should  there- 
by be  brought  on. 

But  the  features  in  the  present  condi- 
tion of  the  freedmen  bearing  directly  on 
the  solution  of  the  social  problem  de- 
serve most  consideration. 

And,  first,  as  to  education.  There  are 
more  than  thirty  schools  in  the  territory, 
conducted  by  as  many  as  forty  or  forty- 
five  teachers,  who  are  commissioned  by 
the  three  associations  in  Boston,  New 
York,  and  Philadelphia,  and  by  the 
American  Missionary  Association.  They 
have  an  average  attendance  of  two  thou- 
sand pupils,  and  are  more  or  less  fre- 
quented by  an  additional  thousand.  The 
ages  of  the  scholars  range  in  the  main 
from  eight  to  twelve  years.  They  did  not 
know  even  their  letters  prior  to  a year 
ago  last  March,  except  those  who  were 
being  taught  in  the  single  school  at  Beau- 
fort already  referred  to,  which  had  been 
going  on  for  a few  weeks.  Very  many 
did  not  have  the  opportunity  for  instruc- 
tion till  weeks  and  even  months  after. 
During  the  spring  and  summer  of  1862 
there  were  not  more  than  a dozen  schools, 
and  these  were  much  interrupted  by  the 
heat,  and  by  the  necessity  of  assigning 


at  times  some  of  the  teachers  to  act  as 
superintendents.  Teachers  came  for  a 
brief  time,  and  upon  its  expiration,  or  for 
other  cause,  returned  home,  leaving  the 
schools  to  be  broken  up.  It  was  not  un- 
til October  or  November  that  the  educa- 
tional arrangements  were  put  into  much 
shape ; and  they  are  still  but  imperfect- 
ly organized.  In  some  localities  there  is 
as  yet  no  teacher,  and  this  because  the 
associations  have  not  had  the  funds  where- 
with to  provide  one. 

I visited  ten  of  the  schools,  and  con- 
versed with  the  teachers  of  others.  There 
were,  it  may  be  noted,  some  mixed  bloods 
in  the  schools  of  the  town  of  Beaufort, — 
ten  in  a school  of  ninety,  thirteen  in  an- 
other of  sixty-four,  and  twenty  in  anoth- 
er of  seventy.  In  the  schools  on  the 
plantations  there  were  never  more  than 
half  a dozen  in  one  school,  in  some  cases 
but  two  or  three,  and  in  others  none. 

The  advanced  classes  were  reading  sim- 
ple stories  and  didactic  passages  in  the  or- 
dinary school-books,  as  Hillard’s  Second 
Primary  Reader,  Willson’s  Second  Read- 
er, and  others  of  similar  grade.  Those 
who  had  enjoyed  a briefer  period  of  in- 
struction were  reading  short  sentences  or 
learning  the  alphabet..  In  several  of  the 
schools  a class  was  engaged  on  an  ele- 
mentary lesson  in  arithmetic,  geography, 
or  writing.  The  eagerness  for  knowledge 
and  the  facility  of  acquisition  displayed 
in  the  beginning  had  not  abated. 

On  the  25th  of  March  I visited  a school 
at  the  Central  Baptist  Church  on  St. 
Helena  Island,  built  in  1855,  shaded  by 
lofty  live-oak  trees,  with  the  long,  pendu- 
lous moss  everywhere  hanging  from  their 
wide-spreading  branches,  and  surround- 
ed by  the  gravestones  of  the  former  pro- 
prietors, which  bear  the  ever -recurring 
names  of  Fripp  and  Chaplin.  This  school 
was  opened  in  September  last,  but  many 
of  the  pupils  had  received  some  instruc- 
tion before.  One  hundred  and  thirty- 
one  children  were  present  on  my  first 
visit,  and  one  hundred  and  forty-five  on 
my  second,  which  was  a few  days  later. 
Like  most  of  the  schools  on  the  planta- 
tions, it  opened  at  noon  and  closed  at 
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three  o’clock,  leaving  the  forenoon  for 
the  children  to  work  in  the  field  or  per- 
form other  service  in  which  they  could  be 
usefhl.  One  class,  of  twelve  pupils,  read 
page  70th  in  Willson’s  Reader,  on  “ Go- 
ing Away.”  They  had  not  read  the  pas- 
sage’ before,  and  they  went  through  it 
with  little  spelling  or  hesitation.  They 
had  recited  the  first  thirty  pages  of 
Towle’s  Speller,  and  the  multiplication- 
table  as  high  as  fives,  and  were  commen- 
cing the  sixes.  A few  of  the  scholars, 
the  youngest,  or  those  who  had  come 
latest  to  the  school,  were  learning  the 
alphabet.  At  the  close  of  the  school, 
they  recited  in  concert  the  Psalm,  “ The 
Lord  is  my  shepherd,”  requiring  prompt- 
ing at  the  beginning  of  some  of  the 
verses.  They  sang  with  much  spirit 
hymns  which  had  been  taught  them  by 
the  teachers,  as,  — 

“ My  country,  ’t  is  of  thee, 

Sweet  land  of  liberty  ” ; 

also,  — 

“ Sound  the  loud  timbrel  ” ; 

also,  Whittier’s  new  song,  written  ex- 
pressly for  this  school,  the  closing  stan- 
zas of  which  are, — 

“ The  very  oaks  are  greener  clad, 

The  waters  brighter  smile ; 

Oh,  never  shone  a day  so  glad 
On  sweet  St.  Helen’s  Isle ! 

“ For  none  in  all  the  World  before 
Were  ever  glad  as  we,  — 

We  ’re  free  on  Carolina’s  shore, 

We  ’re  all  at  home  and  free ! ” 

Never  has  that  pure  Muse,  which  has 
sung  only  of  truth  and  right,  as  the  high- 
est beauty  and  noblest  art,  been  conse- 
crated to  a better  service  than  to  write 
the  songs  of  praise  for  these  little  chil- 
dren, chattels  no  longer,  whom  the  Sav- 
iour, were  he  now  to  walk  on  earth, 
would  bless  as  his  own. 

The  prevalent  song,  however,  heard 
in  every  school,  in  church,  and  by  the 
way-side,  is  that  of  “ John  Brown,”  which 
very  much  amuses  our  white  soldiers,  par- 
ticularly when  the  singers  roll  out,  — 

‘ We  ’ll  hang  Jeff  Davis  on  a sour  apple  tree ! ” 
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The  children  also  sang  their  own  songs, 
as,— 

“ In  de  mornin’  when  I rise, 

Tell  my  Jesus,  Huddy  oh?  * 

In  de  mornin’  when  I rise, 

Tell  my  Jesus,  Huddy  oh? 

“ I wash  my  hands  in  de  mornin’  glory, 

Tell  my  Jesus,  Huddy  oh? 

I wash  my  hands  in  de  mornin’  glory, 

Tell  my  Jesus,  Huddy  oh? 

“ Pray,  Tony,  pray,  boy,  you  got  de  order, 
Tell  my  Jesus,  Huddy  oh? 

Pray,  Tony,  pray,  boy,  you  got  de  order, 
Tell  my  Jesus,  Huddy  oh  ? 

“ Pray,  Rosy,  pray,  gal,”  etc. 

Also,  — 

“ I would  not  let  you  go,  my  Lord, 

I would  not  let  you  go, 

I would  not  let  you  go,  my  Lord, 

I would  not  let  you  go. 

“ Dere ’s  room  enough,  dere ’s  room  enough, 
Dere  i’s  room  enough  in  de  heab’nly 
groun’, 

Dere  ’s  room  enough,  dere’s  room  enough, 
I can’t  stay  bellin’. 

“I  can’t  stay  behin’,  my  Lord, 

I can’t  stay  behin’, 

I can’t  stay  behin’,  my  Lord, 

I can’t  stay  behin’. 

“ De  angels  march  all  roun’  de  trone, 

De  angels  march  all  roun’  de  trone, 

De  angels  march  all  roun’  de  trone, 

I can’t  stay  behin’. 

“ I can’t  stay  behin’,  my  Lord, 

I can’t  stay  behin’, 

I can’t  stay  behin’,  my  Lord, 

I can’t  stay  bellin’. 

“Dere ’s  room  enough,”  etc. 

Other  songs  of  the  negroes  are  com- 
mon, as,  “ The  Wrestling  Jacob,”  “ Down 
in  the  lonesome  valley,”  “ Roll,  Jordan, 
roll,”  “ Heab’n  shall -a  be  my  home.” 
Russell’s  “Diary”  gives  an  account  of 
these  songs,  as  he  heard  them  in  his  even- 
ing row  over  Broad  River,  on  his  way  to 
Trescot’s  estate. 

One  of  the  teachers  of  this  school  is  an 
accomplished  woman  from  Philadelphia. 
* How  d’  y’  do  ? 
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Another  is  from  Newport,  Rhode  Island, 
where  she  had  prepared  herself  for  this 
work  by  benevolent  labors  in  teaching 
poor  children.  The  third  is  a young  wom- 
an of  African  descent,  of  olive  complexion, 
finely  cultured,  and  attuned  to  all  beau- 
tiful sympathies,  of  gentle  address,  and, 
what  was  specially  noticeable,  not  pos- 
sessed with  an  overwrought  consciousness 
of  her  race.  She  had  read  the  best  books, 
and  naturally  and  gracefully  enriched  her 
conversation  with  them.  She  had  en- 
joyed -the  friendship  of  Whittier ; had 
been  a pupil  in  the  Grammar-School  of 
Salem,  then  in  the  State  Normal  School 
in  that  city,  then  a teacher  in  one  of  the 
schools  for  white  children,  where  she  had 
received  only  the  kindest  treatment  both 
from  the  pupils  and  their  parents,  — and 
let  this  be  spoken  to  the  honor  of  that  an- 
cient town.  She  had  refused  a residence 
in  Europe,  where  a better  social  life  and 
less  unpleasant  discrimination  awaited 
her,  for  she  would  not  dissever  herself 
from  the  fortunes  of  her  people ; and 
now,  not  with  a superficial  sentiment, 
but  with  a profound  purpose,  she  devotes 
herself  to  their  elevation. 

At  Coffin  Point,  on  St.  Helena  Island, 
I visited  a school  kept  by  a young  wom- 
an from  the  town  of  Milton,  Massachu- 
setts, “ the  child  of  parents  passed  into 
the  skies,”  whose  lives  have  both  been 
written  for  the  edification  of  the  Chris- 
tian world.  She  teaches  two  schools, 
at  different  hours  in  the  afternoon,  and 
with  different  scholars  in  each.  One  class 
had  read  through  Hillard’s  Second  Pri- 
mary Reader,  and  were  on  a review, 
reading  Lessons  19,  20,  and  21,  while  I 
was  present.  Being  questioned  as  to 
the  subjects  of  the  lessons,  they  answer- 
ed intelligently.  They  recited  the  twos 
of  the  multiplication-table,  explained  nu- 
meral letters  and  figures  on  the  black- 
board, and  wrote  letters  and  figures  on 
slates.  Another  teacher  in  the  adjoining 
district,  a graduate  of  Harvard,  and  the 
son  of  a well-known  Unitarian  clergyman 
of  Providence,  Rhode  Island,  has  two 
schools,  in  one  of  which  a class  of  three 
pupils  was  about  finishing  Ellsworth’s 


First  Progressive  Reader,  and  another, 
of  seven  pupils,  had  just  finished  Hil- 
lard’s Second  Primary  Reader.  Another 
teacher,  from  Cambridge,  Massachusetts, 
on  the  same  island,  numbers  one  hun- 
dred pupils  in  his  two  schools.  He  ex- 
ercises a class  in  elocution,  requiring 
the  same  sentence  to  be  repeated  with 
different  tones  and  inflections,  and  one 
could  not  but  remark  the  excellent  imi- 
tations. 

In  a school  at  St.  Helena  village,  where 
were  collected  the  Edisto  refugees,  nine- 
ty-two pupils  were  present  as  I went 
in.  Two  ladies  were  engaged  in  teach- 
ing, assisted  by  Ned  Loyd  White,  a col- 
ored man,  who  had  picked  up  clandes- 
tinely a knowledge  of  reading  while  still 
a slave.  One  class  of  boys  and  another 
of  girls  read  in  the  seventh  chapter  of 
St.  John,  having  begun  this  Gospel  and 
gone  thus  far.  They  stumbled  a little  on 
words  like  “ unrighteousness  ” and  “ cir- 
cumcision ” ; otherwise  they  got  along 
very  well.  When  the  Edisto  refugees 
were  brought  here,  in  July,  1862,  Ned, 
who  is  ‘ about  forty  or  forty  - five  years 
old,  and  Uncle  Cyrus,  a man  of  seventy, 
who  also  could  read,  gathered  one  hun- 
dred and  fifty  children  into  two  schools, 
and  taught  them  as  best  they  could  for 
five  months  until  teachers  were  provided 
by  the  societies.  Ned  has  since  receiv- 
ed a donation  from  one  of  the  societies, 
and  is  now  regularly  employed  on  a 
salary.  A woman  comes  to  one  of  the 
teachers  of  this  school  for  instruction  in 
the  evening,  after  she  has  put  her  chil- 
dren to  bed.  She  had  become  interested 
in  learning  by  hearing  her  younger  sister 
read  when  she  came  home  from  school ; 
and  when  she  asked  to  be  taught,  she 
had  learned  from  this  sister  the  alphabet 
and  some  words  of  one  syllable.  Only  a 
small  proportion  of  the  adults  are,  how- 
ever, learning. 

On  the  8th  of  April,  I visited  a school 
on  Ladies  Island,  kept  in  a small  church 
on  the  Eustis  estate,  and  taught  by  a 
young  woman  from  Kingston,  Massachu- 
setts. She  had  manifested  much  persist- 
ence in  going  to  this  field,  went  with  the 
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first  delegation,  and  still  keeps  the  school 
which  she  opened  in  March,  1862.  She 
taught  the  pupils  their  letters.  Sixty- 
six  were  present  on  the  day  of  my  vis- 
it. A class  of  ten  pupils  read  the  story 
which  commences  on  page  86th  of  Hil- 
lard’s Second  Primary  Reader.  One  girl, 
Elsie,  a full  black,  and  rather  ungainly 
withal,  read  so  rapidly  that  she  had  to 
be  checked,  — the  only  case  of  such  fast 
reading  that  I found.  She  assisted  the 
teacher  by  taking  the  beginners  to  a cor- 
ner of  the  room  and  exercising  them  up- 
on an  alphabet  card,  requiring  them  to 
give  the  names  of  letters  taken  out  of 
their  regular  order,  and  with  the  letters 
making  words,  which  they  were  expected 
to  repeat  after  her.  One  class  recited 
in  Eaton’s  First  Lessons  in  Arithmetic  ; 
and  two  or  three  scholars  with  a rod 
pointed  out  the  states,  lakes,  and  large 
rivers  on  the  map  of  the  United  States, 
and  also  the  different  continents  on  the 
map  of  the  world,  as  they  were  called. 
I saw  the  teacher  of  this  school  at  her 
residence,  late  in  the  afternoon,  giving  fa- 
miliar instruction  to  some  ten  boys  and 
girls,  all  but  two  being  under  twelve 
years,  who  read  the  twenty-first  chapter 
of  the  Book  of  Revelation,  and  the  story 
of  Lazarus  in  the  eleventh  chapter  of  St. 
John.  Elsie  was  one  of  these.  Seeing 
me  taking  notes,  she  looked  archly  at  the 
teacher,  and  whispered,  — “ He  ’s  put- 
ting me  in  the  book  ” ; and  as  Elsie  guess- 
ed, so  I do.  The  teacher  was  instruct- 
ing her  pupils  in  some  dates  and  facts 
which  have  had  much  to  do  with  our 
history.  The  questions  and  answers, 
in  which  all  the  pupils  joined,  were 
these : — 

“ Where  were  slaves  first  brought  to 
this  country  ? ” 

“ Virginia.” 

“ When  ? ” 

“ 1620.” 

“ Who  brought  them  ? ” 

“ Dutchmen.” 

“ Who  came  the  same  year  to  Ply- 
mouth,.Massachusetts  ? ” 

“ Pilgrims.” 

“ Did  they  bring  slaves  ? ” 


“ No.” 

A teacher  in  Beaufort  put  these  ques- 
tions, to  which  answers  were  given  in 
a loud  tone  by  the  whole  school : — 

“ What  country  do  you  live  in  ? ” 

“ United  States.” 

“ What  State  ? ” 

“ South  Carolina.” 

“ What  island  ? ” 

“ Port  Royal.” 

“ What  town  ? ” 

“ Beaufort.” 

“ Who  is  your  Governor  ? ” 

“ General  Saxton.” 

“ Who  is  your  President  ? ” 

“ Abraham  Lincoln.” 

“ What  has  he  done  for  you  ? ” 

“He ’s  freed  us.” 

There  were  four  schools  in  the  town  of 
Beaufort,  all  of  which  I visited,  each  hav- 
ing an  average  attendance  of  from  sixty 
to  ninety  pupils,  and  each  provided  with 
two  teachers.  In  some  of  them  writing 
was  taught.  But  it  is  unnecessary  to  de- 
scribe them,  as  they  were  very  much  like 
the  others.  There  is,  besides,  at  Beaufort 
an  industrial  school,  which  meets  two  af- 
ternoons in  a week,  and  is  conducted  by 
a lady  from  New  York,  with  some  dozen 
ladies  to  assist  her.  There  were  present, 
the  afternoon  I visited  it,  one  hundred 
and  thirteen  girls  from  six  to  twenty 
years  of  age,  all  plying  the  needle,  some 
with  pieces  of  patchwork,  and  others 
with  aprons,  pillow-cases,  or  handker- 
chiefs. 

Though  I have  never  been  on  the 
school-committee,  I accepted  invitations 
to  address  the  schools  on  these  visits,  and 
particularly  plied  the  pupils  with  ques- 
tions, so  as  to  catch  the  tone  of  their 
minds ; and  I have  rarely  heard  children 
answer  with  more  readiness  and  spirit. 
We  had  a dialogue  substantially  as  fol- 
lows : — 

“ Children,  what  are  you  going  to  do 
when  you  grow  up  ? ” 

“ Going  to  work,  Sir.” 

“ On  what  ? ” 

“ Cotton  and  corn,  Sir.” 

“ What  are  you  going  to  do  with  the 
corn  ? ” 
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“ Eat  it.” 

“ What  are  you  going  to  do  with  the 
cotton  ? ” 

“ SeU  it.” 

“ What  are  you  going  to  do  with  the 
money  you  get  for  it  ? ” 

One  boy  answered  in  advance  of  the 
rest,  — 

“ Put  it  in  my  pocket,  Sir.” 

“ That  won’t  do.  What ’s  better  than 
that  ? ” 

“ Buy  clothes,  Sir.” 

“ What  else  will  you  buy  ? ” 

“ Shoes,  Sir.” 

“ What  else  are  you  going  to  do  with 
your  money  ? ” 

There  was  some  hesitation  at  this  point. 
Then  the  question  was  put,  — 

“ What  are  you  going  to  do  Sun- 
days ? ” 

“ Going  to  meeting.” 

“ What  are  you  going  to  do  there  ? ” 

“ Going  to  sing.” 

“ What  else  ? ” 

“ Hear  the  parson.” 

“ Who ’s  going  to  pay  him  ? ” 

One  boy  said,  — “ Government  pays 
him  ” ; but  the  rest  answered,  — 

“We’s  pays  him.” 

“Well,  when  you  grow  up,  you  ’ll 
probably  get  married,  as  other  people 
do,  and  you  ’ll  have  your  little  children  ; 
now,  what  will  you  do  with  them  ? ” 
There  was  a titter  at  this  question ; 
but  the  general  response  came,  — 

“ Send  ’em  to  school,  Sir.” 

“ Well,  who  ’ll  pay  the  teacher  ? ” 
“We’s  pays  him.” 

One  who  listens  to  such  answers  can 
hardly  think  that  there  is  any  natural 
incapacity  in  these  children  to  acquire 
with  maturity  of  years  the  ideas  and  hab- 
its of  good  citizens. 

The  children  are  cheerful,  and,  in  most 
of  the  schools,  well-behaved,  except  that 
it  is  not  easy  to  keep  them  from  whisper- 
ing and  talking.  They  are  joyous,  and 
you  can  see  the  boys  after  school  playing 
the  soldier,  with  corn-stalks  for  guns. 
The  memory  is  very  susceptible  in  them, 
— too  much  so,  perhaps,  as  it  is  ahead  of 
the  reasoning  faculty. 


The  labor  of  the  season  has  interrupt- 
ed attendance  on  the  schools,  the  par- 
ents being  desirous  of  having  the  chil- 
dren aid  them  in  planting  and  cultivating 
their  crops,  and  it  not  being  thought  best 
to  allow  the  teaching  to  interfere  in  any 
way  with  industrious  habits. 

A few  freedmen,  who  had  picked  up 
an  imperfect  knowledge  of  reading,  have 
assisted  our  teachers,  though  a want  of 
proper  training  materially  detracts  from 
their  usefulness  in  this  respect.  Ned 
and  Uncle  Cyrus  have  already  been 
mentioned.  The  latter,  a man  of  earnest 
piety,  has  died  since  my  visit.  Anthony 
kept  four  schools  on  Hilton  Head  Island 
last  summer  and  autumn,  being  paid  at 
first  by  the  superintendents,  and  after- 
wards by  the  negroes  themselves ; but  in 
November  he  enlisted  in  the  negro  regi- 
ment. Hettie  was  another  of  these.  She 
assisted  Barnard  at  Edisto  last  spring, 
continued  to  teach  after  the  Edisto  peo- 
ple were  brought  to  St.  Helena  village, 
and  one  day  brought  some  of  her  pupils 
to  the  school  at  the  Baptist  Church,  say- 
ing to  the  teachers  there  that  she  could 
carry  them  no  farther.  They  could  read 
their  letters  and  words  of  one  syllable. 
Hettie  had  belonged  to  a planter  on  W ad- 
melaw  Island,  a kind  old  gentleman,  a 
native  of  Rhode  Island,  and  about  the 
only  citizen  of  Charleston  who,  when 
Samuel  Hoar  went  on  his  mission  to 
South  Carolina,  stood  up  boldly  for  his 
official  and  personal  protection.  Hettie 
had  been  taught  to  read  by  his  daughter ; 
and  let  this  be  remembered  to  the  honor 
of  the  young  woman. 

Such  are  the  general  features  of  the 
schools  as  they  met  my  eye.  The  most 
advanced  classes,  and  these  are  but  little 
ahead  of  the  rest,  can  read  simple  stories 
and  the  plainer  passages  of  Scripture ; 
and  they  could  even  pursue  self-in- 
struction, if  the,  schools  were  to  be  sus- 
pended. The  knowledge  they  have  thus 
gained  can  never  be  extirpated.  They 
could  read  with  much  profit  a newspaper 
specially  prepared  for  them  and  adapted 
to  their  condition.  They  are  learning 
that  the  world  is  not  bounded  north 
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by  Charleston,  south  by  Savannah,  west 
by  Columbia,  and  east  by  the  sea,  with 
dim  visions  of  New  York  on  this  planet 
or  some  other,  — about  their  concep- 
tion of  geography  when  we  found  them. 
They  are  acquiring  the  knowledge  of 
figures  with  which  to  do  the  business 
of  life.  They  are  singing  the  songs  of 
freemen.  Visit  their  schools ; remem- 
ber that  a little  more  than  a twelve- 
month  ago  they  knew  not  a letter, 
and  that  for  generations  it  has  been 
a crime  to  teach  their  race;  then  con- 
template what  is  now  transpiring,  and 
you  have  a scene  which  prophets  and 
sages  would  have  delighted  to  witness. 
It  will  be  difficult  to  find  equal  progress 
in  an  equal  period  since  the  morning 
rays  of  Christian  truth  first  lighted  the 
hill-sides  of  Judea.  I have  never  look- 
ed on  St.  Peter’s,  or  beheld  the  glories  of 
art  which  Michel  Angelo  has  wrought  or 
traced  ; but  to  my  mind  the  spectacle  of 
these  poor  souls  struggling  in  darkness 
and  bewilderment  to  catch  the  gleams  of 
the  upper  and  better  light  transcends  in 
moral  grandeur  anything  that  has  ever 
come  from  mortal  hands. 

Next  as  to  industry.  The  laborers, 
during  their  first  year  under  the  new 
system,  have  acquired  the  idea  of  owner- 
ship, and  of  the  security  of  wages,  and 
have  come  to  see  that  labor  and  slavery 
are  not  the  same  thing.  The  notion  that 
they  were  to  raise  no  more  cotton  has 
passed  away,  since  work  upon  it  is  found 
to  be  remunerative,  and  connected  with 
the  proprietorship  of  land.  House -ser- 
vants, who  were  at  first  particularly  set 
against  it,  now  generally  prefer  it.  The 
laborers  have  collected  the  pieces  of  the 
gins  which  they  destroyed  on  the  flight 
of  their  masters,  the  ginning  being  ob- 
noxious work,  repaired  them,  and  ginned 
the  cotton  on  the  promise  of  wages.  Ex- 
cept upon  plantations  in  the  vicinity  of 
camps,  where  other  labor  is  more  imme- 
diately remunerative,  and  an  unhealthy 
excitement  prevails,  there  is  a general  dis- 
position to  cultivate  it.  The  culture  of  the 
cotton  is  voluntary,  the  only  penalty  for 
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not  engaging  in  it  being  the  imposition  of 
a rent  for  the  tenement  and  land  adjacent 
thereto  occupied  by  the  negro,  not  ex- 
ceeding two  dollars  per  month.  Both  the 
Government  and  private  individuals,  who 
have  become  owners  of  one-fourth  of  the 
land  by  the  recent  tax-sales,  pay  twenty- 
five  cents  for  a standard  day’s-work,  which 
may,  by  beginning  early,  be  performed 
by  a healthy  and  active  hand  by  noon ; 
and  the  same  was  the  case  with  the  tasks 
under  the  slave-system  on  very  many 
of  the  plantations.  As  I was  riding 
through  one  of  Mr.  Philbrick’s  fields 
one  morning,  I counted  fifty  persons  at 
work  who  belonged  to  one  plantation. 
This  gentleman,  who  went  out  with  the 
first  delegation,  and  at  the  same  time 
gave  largely  to  the  benevolent  contribu- 
tions for  the  enterprise,  was  the  leading 
purchaser  at  the  tax-sales,  and  combin- 
ing a fine  humanity  with  honest  sagacity 
and  close  calculation,  no  man  is  so  well 
fitted  to  try  the  experiment.  He  bought 
thirteen  plantations,  and  on  these  has 
had  planted  and  cultivated  eight  hun- 
dred and  sixteen  acres  of  cotton  where 
four  hundred  and  ninety -nine  and  one 
twelve-hundredth  acres  were  cultivated 
last  year,  — a larger  increase,  however, 
than  will  generally  be  found  in  other  dis- 
tricts, due  mainly  to  prompter  payments. 
The  general  superintendent  of  Port  Royal 
Island  said  to  me,  — “ We  have  to  restrain 
rather  than  to  encourage  the  negroes  to 
take  land  for  cotton.”  The  general  su- 
perintendent of  Hilton  Head  Island  said, 
that  on  that  island  the  negroes  had,  be- 
sides adequate  corn,  taken  two,  three, 
and  in  a few  cases  four  acres  of  cotton 
to  a hand,  and  there  was  a general  dis- 
position to  cultivate  it,  except  near  the 
camps.  A superintendent  on  St.  Helena 
Island  said,  that,  if  he  were  going  to  car- 
ry on  any  work,  he  should  not  want  bet- 
ter laborers.  He  had  charge  of  the  refu- 
gees from  Edisto,  who  had  been  brought 
to  St.  Helena  village,  and  who  had  clear- 
ed and  fenced  patches  for  gardens,  fell- 
ing the  trees  for  that  purpose. 

The  laborers  do  less  work,  perhaps, 
than  a Yankee  would  think  they  might 
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do ; but  they  do  about  as  much  as  he  him- 
self would  do,  after  a residence  of  a few 
years  in  the  same  climate,  and  when 
he  had  ceased  to  work  under  the  in- 
fluence of  Northern  habits.  Northern 
men  have  sometimes  been  unjust  to  the 
South,  when  comparing  the  results  of  la- 
bor in  the  different  sections.  God  never 
intended  that  a man  should  toil  under  a 
tropical  sun  with  the  same  energy  and 
constancy  as  in  our  bracing  latitude. 
There  has  been  less  complaint  this  year 
than  last  of  “a  pain  in  the  small  of  the 
back,”  or  of  u a fever  in  the  head,”  — 
in  other  words,  less  shamming.  The 
work  has  been  greatly  deranged  by  the 
draft,  some  features  of  which  have  not 
been  very  skilfully  arranged,  and  by  the 
fitfulness  with  which  the  laborers  have 
been  treated  by  the  military  authorities. 
The  work  both  upon  the  cotton  and  the 
corn  is  done  only  by  the  women,  chil- 
dren, and  disabled  men.  It  has  been 
suggested  that  field-work  does  not  become 
women  in  the  new  condition ; and  so  it 
may  seem  to  some  persons  of  just  sympa- 
thies who  have  not  yet  learned  that  no 
honest  work  is  dishonorable  in  man  or 
woman.  But  this  matter  may  be  left  to 
regulate  itself.  Field-work,  as  an  occu- 
pation, may  not  be  consistent  with  the 
finest  feminine  culture  or  the  most  com- 
plete womanliness ; but  it  in  no  way  con- 
flicts with  virtue,  self-respect,  and  social 
development.  Women  work  in  the  field 
in  Switzerland,  the  freest  country  of  Eu- 
rope ; and  we  may  look  with  pride  on  the 
triumphs  of  this  generation,  when  the 
American  negroes  become  the  peers  of 
the  Swiss  peasantry.  Better  a woman 
with  the  hoe  than  without  it,  when  she  is 
not  yet  fitted  for  the  needle  or  the  book. 

The  negroes  were  also  showing  their 
capacity  to  organize  labor  and  apply  cap- 
ital to  it.  Harry,  to  whom  I referred  in 
my  second  report,  as  “ my  faithful  guide 
and  attendant,  who  had  done  for  me 
more  service  than  any  white  man  could 
render,”  with  funds  of  his  own,  and  some 
borrowed  money,  bought  at  the  recent 
tax-sales  a small  farm  of  three  hundred 
and  thirteen  acres  for  three  hundred  and 


five  dollars.  He  was  to  plant  sixteen 
and  a half  acres  of  cotton,  twelve  and 
a half  of  corn,  and  one  and  a half  of  po- 
tatoes. I rode  through  his  farm  on  the 
10  th  of  April,  my  last  day  in  the  terri- 
tory, and  one-third  of  his  crop  was  then 
in.  Besides  some  servant’s  duty  to  an 
officer,  for  which  he  is  well  paid,  he 
does  the  work  of  a full  hand  on  his 
place.  He  hires  one  woman  and  two 
men,  one  of  the  latter  being  old  and  on- 
ly a three-quarters  hand.  He  has  two 
daughters,  sixteen  and  seventeen  years 
of  age,  one  of  whom  is  likewise  only  a 
three-quarters  hand.  His  wife  works  also, 
of  whom  he  said,  “ She ’s  the  best  hand 
I got  ” ; and  if  Celia  is  only  as  smart 
with  her  hoe  as  I know  her  to  be  with 
her  tongue,  Harry’s  estimate  must  be 
right.  He  has  a horse  twenty-five  years 
old  and  blind  in  both  eyes,  whom  he 
guides  with  a rope,  — carrying  on  farm- 
ing, I thought,  somewhat  under  difficul- 
ties. Harry  lives  in  the  house  of  the 
former  overseer,  and  delights,  though  not 
boastingly,  in  his  position  as  a landed 
proprietor.  He  has  promised  to  write 
me,  or  rather  dictate  a letter,  giving  an 
account  of  the  progress  of  his  crop.  He 
has  had  much  charge  of  Government 
property,  and  when  Captain  Hooper,  of 
General  Saxton’s  staff,  was  coming  North 
last  autumn,  Harry  proposed  to  accom- 
pany him ; but  at  last,  of  his  own  accord, 
gave  up  the  project,  saying,  “It  ’ll  not 
do  for  all  two  to  leave  together.” 

Another  case  of  capacity  for  organiza- 
tion should  be  noted.  The  Government 
is  building  twenty -one  houses  for  the 
Edisto  people,  eighteen  feet  by  fourteen, 
with  two  rooms,  each  provided  with  a 
swinging  board- window,  and  the  roof  pro- 
jecting a little  as  a protection  from  rain. 
The  journeymen -carpenters  are  seven- 
teen colored  men,  who  have  fifty  cents 
per  day  without  rations,  working  ten 
hours.  They  are  under  the  direction  of 
Frank  Barnwell,  a freedman,  who  re- 
ceives twenty  dollars  a month.  Rarely 
have  I talked  with  a more  intelligent 
contractor.  It  was  my  great  regret  that. 
I had  not  time  to  visit  the  village  of 
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improved  houses  near  the  Hilton  Head 
camp,  which  General  Mitchell  had  extem- 
porized, and  to  which  he  gave  so  much 
of  the  noble  enthusiasm  of  his  last  days. 

Next  as  to  the  development  of  manhood. 
This  has  been  shown,  in  the  first  place, 
in  the  prevalent  disposition  to  acquire 
land.  It  did  not  appear  upon  our  first  in- 
troduction to  these  people,  and  they  did 
not  seem  to  understand  us  when  we  used 
to  tell  them  that  we  wanted  them  to  own 
land.  But  it  is  now  an  active  desire.  At 
the  recent  tax-sales,  six  out  of  forty-seven 
plantations  sold  were  bought  by  them, 
comprising  two  thousand  five  hundred 
and  ninety-five  acres,  sold  for  twenty-one 
hundred  and  forty-five  dollars.  In  other 
cases  the  negroes  had  authorized  the  su- 
perintendent to  bid  for  them,  but  the  land 
was  reserved  by  the  United  States.  One 
of  the  purchases  was  that  made  by  Har- 
ry, noted  above.  The  other  five  were 
made  by  the  negroes  on  the  plantations 
combining  the  funds  they  had  saved  from 
the  sale  of  their  pigs,  chickens,  and  eggs, 
and  from  the  payments  made  to  them  for 
work,  — they  then  dividing  off  the  tract 
peaceably  among  themselves.  On  one 
of  these,  where  Kit,  before  mentioned,  is 
the  leading  spirit,  there  are  twenty-three 
field-hands,  who  are  equivalent  to  eigh- 
teen full  hands.  They  have  planted  and 
are  cultivating  sixty-three  acres  of  cot- 
ton, fifty  of  corn,  six  of  potatoes,  with  as 
many  more  to  be  planted,  four  and  a 
half  of  cow-peas,  three  of  pea-nuts,  and 
one  and  a half  of  rice.  These  facts  are 
most  significant.  The  instinct  for  land 
— to  have  one  spot  on  earth  where  a man 
may  stand,  and  whence  no  human  being 
can  of  right  drive  him — is  one  of  the  most 
conservative  elements  of  our  nature ; and 
a people  who  have  it  in  any  fair  degree 
will  never  be  nomads  or  vagabonds. 

This  developing  manhood  is  further 
seen  in  their  growing  consciousness  of 
rights,  and  their  readiness  to  defend  them- 
selves, even  when  assailed  by  white  men. 
The  former  slaves  of  a planter,  now  at 
Beaufort,  who  was  a resident  of  New 
York  when  the  war  broke  out,  have  gen- 
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erally  left  the  plantation,  suspicious  of 
his  presence,  saying  that  they  will  not  be 
his  bondmen,  and  fearing  that  in  some 
way  he  may  hold  them,  if  they  remain 
on  it.  A remarkable  case  of  the  asser- 
tion of  rights  occurred  one  day  during 
my  visit.  Two  white  soldiers,  with  a 
corporal,  went  on  Sunday  to  Coosaw  Isl- 
and, where  one  of  the  soldiers,  having  a 
gun,  shot  a chicken  belonging  to  a negro. 
The  negroes  rushed  out  and  wrested 
the  gun  from  the  corporal,  to  whom  the 
soldier  had  handed  it,  thinking  that  the 
negroes  would  not  take  it  from  an  offi- 
cer. They  then  carried  it  to  the  super- 
intendent, who  took  it  to  head-quarters, 
where  an  order  was  given  for  the  arrest 
of  the  trespasser.  Other  instances  might 
be  added,  but  these  are  sufficient. 

Another  evidence  of  developing  man- 
hood appears  in  their  desire  for  the  com- 
forts and  conveniences  of  household  life. 
The  Philadelphia  society,  for  the  purpose 
of  maintaining  reasonable  prices,  has  a 
store  on  St.  Helena  Island,  which  is  un- 
der the  charge  of  Friend  Hunn,  of  the 
good  fellowship  of  William  Penn.  He 
was  once  fined  in  Delaware  three  thou- 
sand dollars  for  harboring  and  assisting 
fugitive  slaves  ; but  he  now  harbors  and 
assists  them  at  a much  cheaper  rate. 
Though  belonging  to  a society  which  is 
the  advocate  of  peace,  his  tone  is  quite  as 
warlike  as  that  of  the  world’s  people.  In 
this  store  alone  — and  there  are  others  on 
the  island,  carried  on  by  private  enter- 
prise— two  thousand  dollars’  worth  of 
goods  are  sold  monthly.  To  be  sure,  a 
rather  large  proportion  of  these  consists 
of  molasses  and  sugar,  “ sweetening,”  as 
the  negroes  call  it,  being  in  great  de- 
mand, and  four  barrels  of  molasses  hav- 
ing been  sold  the  day  of  my  visit.  But 
there  is  also  a great  demand  for  plates, 
knives,  forks,  tin  ware,  and  better  cloth- 
ing, including  even  hoop-skirts.  Negro- 
cloth,  as  it  is  called,  osnaburgs,  russet- 
colored  shoes,  — in  short,  the  distinctive 
apparel  formerly  dealt  out  to  them,  as  a 
uniform  allowance,  — are  very  generally 
rejected.  But  there  is  no  article  of  house- 
hold-furniture or  wearing  apparel,  used 
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by  persons  of  moderate  means  among  us, 
which  they  will  not  purchase,  when  they 
are  allowed  the  opportunity  of  labor  and 
earning  wages.  What  a market  the  South 
would  open  under  the  new  system ! It 
would  set  all  the  mills  and  workshops  astir. 
Four  millions  of  people  would  become 
purchasers  of  all  the  various  articles  of 
manufacture  and  commerce,  in  place  of 
the  few  coarse,  simple  necessaries,  laid  in 
for  them  in  gross  by  the  planters.  Here 
is  the  solution  of  the  vexed  industrial 
question.  The  indisposition  to  labor  is 
overcome  in  a healthy  nature  by  in- 
stincts and  motives  of  superior  force, 
such  as  the  love  of  life,  the  desire  to  be 
well  clothed  and  fed,  the  sense  of  secu- 
rity derived  from  provision  for  the  future, 
the  feeling  of  self-respect,  the  love  of 
family  and  children,  and  the  convictions 
of  duty.  These  all  exist  in  the  negro, 
in  a state  of  greater  or  less  development. 
To  give  one  or  two  examples.  One  man 
brought  Captain  Hooper  seventy  dollars 
in  silver,  to  keep  for  him,  which  he  had 
obtained  from  selling  pigs  and  chickens, 
— -thus  providing  for  the  future.  Sol- 
diers of  Colonel  Higginson’s  regiment, 
having  confidence  in  the  same  officer, 
intrusted  him,  when  they  were  paid  off, 
with  seven  hundred  dollars,  to  be  trans- 
mitted by  him  to  their  wives,  and  this  be- 
sides what. they  had  sent  home  in  other 
ways, — showing  the  family-feeling  to  be 
active  and  strong  in  them.  They  have 
also  the  social  and  religious  inspirations  to 
labor.  Thus,  early  in  our  occupation  of 
Hilton  Head,  they  took  up,  of  their  own 
accord,  a collection  to  pay  for  the  candles 
for  their  evening  meetings,  feeling  that  it 
was  not  right  for  the  Government  longer 
to  provide  them.  The  result  was  a contri- 
bution of  two  dollars  and  forty-eight  cents. 
They  had  just  fled  from  their  masters, 
and  had  received  only  a small  pittance 
of  wages,  and  this  little  sum  was  not  un- 
like the  two  mites  which  the  widow  cast 
into  the  treasury.  Another  collection 
was  taken,  last  June,  in  the  church  on 
St.  Helena  Island,  upon  the  suggestion 
of  the  pastor  that  they  should  share  in 
the  expenses  of  worship.  Fifty-two  dol- 


lars was  the  result,  — not  a bad  collec- 
tion for  some  of  our  Northern  churches. 
I have  seen  these  people  where  they  are 
said  to  be  lowest,  and  sad  indeed  are 
some  features  of  their  lot,  yet  with  all 
earnestness  and  confidence  I enter  my 
protest  against  the  wicked  satire  of  Car- 
lyle. 

Is  there  not  here  some  solution  of  the 
question  of  prejudice  or  caste  which  has 
troubled  so  many  good  minds  ? When 
these  people  can  no  longer  be  used  as 
slaves,  men  will  try  to  see  how  they  can 
make  the  most  out  of  them  as  freemen. 
Your  Irishman,  who  now  works  as  a day- 
laborer,  honestly  thinks  that  he  hates  the 
negro ; but  when  the  war  is  over,  he 
will  have  no  objection  to  going  South  and 
selling  him  groceries  and  household-im- 
plements at  fifty  per  cent,  advance  on 
New -York  prices,  or  to  hiring  him  to 
raise  cotton  for  twenty-five  or  fifty  cents 
a day.  Our  prejudices,  under  any  rea- 
sonable adjustment  of  the  social  system, 
readily  accommodate  themselves  to  our 
interests,  even  without  much  aid  from 
the  moral  sentiments. 

Let  those  who  would  study  well  this 
social  question,  or  who  in  public  trusts 
are  charged  with  its  solution,  be  most 
careful  here.  Every  motive  in  the  minds 
of  these  people,  whether  of  instinct,  de- 
sire, or  duty,  must  be  addressed.  All  the 
elements  of  human  nature  must  be  ap- 
pealed to,  physical,  moral,  intellectual, 
social,  and  religious.  Imperfect  indeed 
is  any  system  which,  like  that  at  New 
Orleans,  offers  wages,  but  does  not  wel- 
come the  teacher.  It  is  of  little  moment 
whether  three  dollars  or  thirty  per  month 
be  paid  the  laborer,  so  long  as  there  is 
no  school  to  bind  both  parent  and  child 
to  civil  society  with  new  hopes  and  du- 
ties. 

There  are  some  vices  charged  upon 
these  people,  or  a portion  of  them,  and 
truth  requires  that  nothing  be  withheld. 
There  is  said  to  be  a good  deal  of  petty 
pilfering  among  them,  although  they  are 
faithful  to  trusts.  This  is  the  natural 
growth  of  the  old  system,  and  is  quite 
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likely  to  accompany  the  transition  - state. 
Besides,  the  present  disturbed  and  unor- 
ganized condition  of  things  is  not  favor- 
able to  the  rigid  virtues.  But  inferences 
from  this  must  not  be  pressed  too  far. 
When  I was  a private  soldier  in  Virginia, 
as  one  of  a three-months’  regiment,  we 
used  to  hide  from  each  other  our  little 
comforts  and  delicacies,  even  our  dishes 
and  clothing,  or  they  were  sure  to  disap- 
pear. But  we  should  have  ridiculed  an 
adventurous  thinker  upon  the  character- 
istics of  races  and  classes,  who  should  have 
leaped  therefrom  to  the  conclusion  that 
all  white  men  or  all  soldiers  are  thieves. 
And  what  inferences  might  not  one  draw, 
discreditable  to  all  traders  and  manufact- 
urers, from  the  universal  adulteration  of 
articles  of  food ! These  people,  it  is  said, 
are  disposed  to  falsehood  in  order  to  get 
rations  and  small  benefits,  — a natural 
vice  which  comes  with  slavery,  and  too 
often  attends  on  poverty  without  sla- 
very. Those  of  most  demonstrative  pi- 
ety are  rarely  better  than  the  rest,  not, 
indeed,  hypocritical,  but  satisfying  their 
consciences  by  self- depreciation  and  in- 
dulgence in  emotion, — psychological  man- 
ifestations which  one  may  find  in  more 
advanced  communities.  They  show  no 
special  gratitude  to  us  for  liberating  them 
from  bonds.  Nor  do  they  ordinarily  dis- 
play much  exhilaration  over  their  new 
condition, — being  quite  unlike  the  Ital- 
ian revolutionist  who  used  to  put  on  his 
toga,  walk  in  the  forum,  and  personate 
Brutus  and  Cassius.  Their  appreciation 
of  their  better  lot  is  chiefly  seen  in  their 
dread  of  a return  of  their  masters,  in 
their  excitement  when  an  attack  is  fear- 
ed, in  their  anxious  questionings  while 
the  assault  on  Charleston  was  going  on, 
and  in  their  desire  to  get  their  friends 
and  relatives  away  from  the  Rebels, — 
an  appreciation  of  freedom,  if  not  osten- 
tatious, at  least  sensible. 

But  away  with  such  frivolous  modes 
of  dealing  with  the  rights  of  races  to 
self-development ! Because  Englishmen 
may  be  classified  as  hard  and  conceited, 
Frenchmen  as  capricious,  Austrians  as 
dull,  and  the  people  of  one  other  nation 
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are  sometimes  thought  to  be  vainglorious, 
shall  these  therefore  be  slaves  ? And 
where  is  that  model  race  which  shall 
sway  them  all  ? A people  may  have 
grave  defects,  but  it  may  not  therefore 
be  rightfully  disabled. 

During  my  recent  visit,  I had  an  op- 
portunity, on  three  different  occasions, 
to  note  carefully  Colonel  T.  W.  Hig- 
ginson’s  colored  regiment,  known  as  the 
First  Regiment  of  South- Carolina  Vol- 
unteers. Major-General  Hunter’s  first 
regiment  was  mainly  made  up  of  con- 
scripts, drafted  May  12th,  1862,  and  dis- 
banded August  11th,  three  months  after- 
wards, there  being  no  funds  wherewith 
to  pay  them,  and  the  discharged  men  go- 
ing home  to  find  the  cotton  and  corn  they 
had  planted  overgrown  with  weeds.  On 
the  10th  of  October,  General  Saxton,  be- 
ing provided  with  competent  authority 
to  raise  five  thousand  colored  troops,  be- 
gan to  recruit  a regiment.  His  authori- 
ty from  the  War  Department  bore  date 
August  25th,  and  the  order  conferring  it 
states  the  object  to  be  “ to  guard  the  plan- 
tations, and  protect  the  inhabitants  from 
captivity  and  murder.”  This  was  the  first 
clear  authority  ever  given  by  the  Govern- 
ment to  raise  a negro  regiment  in  this 
war.  There  were,  indeed,  some  ambigu- 
ous words  in  the  instructions  of  Secretary 
Cameron  to  General  Sherman,  when  the 
original  expedition  went  to  Port  Royal, 
authorizing  him  to  organize  the  negroes 
into  companies  and  squads  for  such  ser- 
vices as  they  might  be  fitted  for,  but  this 
not  to  mean  a general  arming  for  military 
service.  Secretary  Stanton,  though  fur- 
nishing muskets  and  red  trousers  to  Gen- 
eral Hunter’s  regiment,  did  not  think  the 
authority  sufficient  to  justify  the  payment 
of  the  regiment.  The  first  regiment,  as 
raised  by  General  Saxton,  numbered 
four  hundred  and  ninety-nine  men  wheji 
Colonel  Higginson  took  command  of  it  on 
the  1st  of  December;  and  on  the  19th  of 
January,  1863,  it  had  increased  to  eight 
hundred  and  forty-nine.  It  has  made 
three  expeditions  to  Florida  and  Geor- 
gia,— one  before  Colonel  Higginson  as- 
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sumed  the  command,  described  in  Mrs. 
Stowe’s  letter  to  the  women  of  Eng- 
land, and  two  under  Colonel  Higginson, 
one  of  which  was  made  in  January  up 
the  St.  Mary’s,  and  the  other  in  March 
to  Jacksonville,  which  it  occupied  for  a 
few  days  until  an  evacuation  was  order- 
ed from  head  - quarters.  The  men  are 
volunteers,  having  been  led  to  enlist  by 
duty  to  their  race,  to  their  kindred  still 
in  bonds,  and  to  us,  their  allies.  Their 
drill  is  good,  and  their  time  excellent. 
They  have  borne  themselves  well  in  their 
expeditions,  quite  equalling  the  white 
regiments  in  skirmishing.  In  morale 
they  seemed  very  much  like  white  men, 
and  with  about  the  same  proportion  of 
good  and  indifferent  soldiers.  Some 
I saw  of  the  finest  metal,  like  Robert 
Sutton,  whom  Higginson  describes  in  his 
report  as  “the  real  conductor  of  the 
whole  expedition  at  the  St.  Mary’s,”  and 
Sergeant  Hodges,  a master  - carpenter, 
capable  of  directing  the  labors  of  nu- 
merous journeymen.  Another  said,  ad- 
dressing a meeting  at  Beaufort,  that  he 
had  been  restless,  nights,  thinking  of  the 
war  and  of  his  people,  — that,  when  he 
heard  of  the  regiment  being  formed,  he 
felt  that  his  time  to  act  had  come,  and 
that  it  was  his  duty  to  enlist,  — that  he 
did  not  fight  for  his  rations  and  pay,  but 
for  wife,  children,  and  people. 

These  men,  as  already  intimated,  are 
very  much  like  other  men,  easily  depress- 
ed, and  as  easily  reanimated  by  words 
of  encouragement.  Many  have  been  re- 
luctant to  engage  in  military  service,  — 
their  imagination  investing  it  with  the  ter- 
rors of  instant  and  certain  death.  But 
this  reluctance  has  passed  away  with  par- 
ticipation in  active  service,  with  the  ad- 
venture and  inspiration  of  a soldier’s  life, 
and  the  latent  manhood  has  recovered 
its  rightful  sway.  Said  a superintend- 
ent who  was  of  the  first  delegation  to 
Port  Royal  in  March,  1862,  — a truth- 
ful man,  and  not  given  to  rose-colored 
views,  — “I  did  not  have  faith. in  arm- 
ing negroes,  when  I visited  the  North  last 
autumn,  but  I have  now.  They  will  be 
not  mere  machines,  but  real  tigers,  when 
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aroused ; and  I should  not  wish  to  face 
them.”  One  amusing  incident  may  be 
mentioned.  A man  deserted  from  the 
regiment,  was  discovered  hidden  in  a 
chimney  in  the  district  where  he  had 
lived,  was  taken  back  to  camp,  went  to 
Florida  in  Higginson’s  first  expedition, 
bore  his  part  well  in  the  skirmishes,  be- 
came excited  with  the  service,  was  made 
a sergeant,  and,  receiving  a furlough  on 
his  return,  went  to  the  plantation  where 
he  had  hid,  and  said  he  would  not  take 
five  thousand  dollars  for  his  place. 

But  more  significant,  as  showing  the 
success  of  the  experiment,  is  the  change 
of  feeling  among  the  white  soldiers  to- 
wards the  negro  regiment,  a change  due 
in  part  to  the  just  policy  of  General 
Saxton,  in  part  to  the  President’s  Procla- 
mation of  January  1st,  which  has  done 
much  to  clear  the  atmosphere  everywhere 
within  the  army-lines,  but  more  than  all  to 
the  soldierly  conduct  of  the  negroes  them- 
selves during  their  expeditions.  I had 
one  excellent  opportunity  to  note  this 
change.  On  the  6th  of  April,  Colonel 
Higginson’s  regiment  was  assigned  to 
picket-duty  on  Port  Royal  Island,  — the 
first  active  duty  it  had  performed  on  the 
Sea  Islands,  — and  was  to  relieve  the 
Pennsylvania  Fifty-Fifth.  When,  after 
a march  of  ten  miles,  it  reached  the  ad- 
vanced picket -station,  there  were  about 
two  hundred  soldiers  of  the  Pennsylvania 
Fifty-Fifth  awaiting  orders  to  proceed  to 
Beaufort.  I said,  in  a careless  tone,  to 
one  of  the  Pennsylvania  soldiers,  who  was 
looking  at  Higginson’s  regiment  as  it  stood 
in  line,  — 

“ Is  n’t  this  rather  new,  to  be  relieved 
by  a negro  regiment  ? ” 

“ All  right,”  said  he.  “ They ’ve  as 
much  right  to  fight  for  themselves  as  I 
have  to  fight  for  them.” 

A squad  of  half  a dozen  men  stood  by, 
making  no  dissent,  and  . accepting  him 
as  their  spokesman.  Moving  in  another 
direction,  I said  to  a soldier,  — 

“ What  do  you  think  of  that  regi- 
ment ? ” 

The  answer  was,  — 

“ All  right.  I ’d  rather  they ’d  shoot 
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the  Rebels  than  have  the  Rebels  shoot 
me  ” ; and  none  of  the  by-standers  dis- 
sented. 

As  one  of  the  negro  companies  march- 
ed off  the  field  to  picket  a station  at  the 
F erry,  they  passed  within  a few  feet  of 
some  twenty  of  the  Pennsylvania  sol- 
diers, just  formed  into  line  preparatory 
to  marching  to  Beaufort.  The  counte- 
nances of  the  latter,  which  I watched,  ex- 
hibited no  expression  of  disgust,  dislike,  or 
disapprobation,  only  of  curiosity.  Other 
white  soldiers  gave  to  the  weary  negroes 
the  hominy  left  from  the  morning  meal. 
The  Major  of  the  Fifty-Fifth,  highest  in 
command  of  the  relieved  regiment,  ex- 
plained very  courteously  to  Colonel  Hig- 
ginson  the  stations  and  duties  of  the 
pickets,  and  proffered  any  further  aid 
desired.  This  was,  it  is  true,  an  official 
duty,  but  there  are  more  ways  than  one 
in  which  to  perform  even  an  official  du- 
ty. I rode  back  to  .Beaufort,  part  of  the 
way,  in  company  with  a captain  of  the 
First  Massachusetts  Cavalry,  who  was 
the  officer  of  the  day.  He  said  “ he  was 
n’t  much  of  a negro-man,  but  he  had  no 
objection  to  their  doing  our  fighting.” 
He  pronounced  the  word  as  spelled  with 
two  gs ; but  I prefer  to  retain  the  good 
English.  Colonel  Montgomery,  who  had 
a partly  filled  regiment,  most  of  whom 
were  conscripts,  said  that  on  his  return 
from  Jacksonville  he  sent  a squad  of  his 
men  ashore  in  charge  of  some  prisoners 
he  had  taken.  Some  white  soldiers  see- 
ing them  approach  from  the  wharf,  one 
said,  — 

“ What  are  those  coming  ? ” 

“Negro  soldiers,”  (word  pronounced 
as  in  the  former  case,)  was  the  answer. 

“ Damn  ’em  ! ” was  the  ejaculation. 

But  as  they  approached  nearer,  “What 
have  they  got  with  ’em  ? ” was  inquired. 

“ Why,  some  Secesh  prisoners.” 

“ Bully  for  the  negroes ! ” (the  same 
pronunciation  as  before,)  was  then  the 
response  from  all. 

So  quick  was  the  transition,  when  it 
was  found  that  the  negroes  had  demon- 
strated their  usefulness  ! It  is,  perhaps, 
humiliating  to  remember  that  such  an 
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unreasonable  and  unpatriotic  prejudice 
has  at  any  time  existed  ; but  it  is  never 
worth  while  to  suppress  the  truth  of  his- 
tory. This  prejudice  has  been  effectu- 
ally broken  in  the  Free  States;  and  one 
of  the  pageants  of  this  epoch  was  the 
triumphal  march  through  Boston,  on  the 
28th  of  May,  on  its  way  to  embark  for 
Port  Royal,  of  the  Fifty -Fourth  Regi- 
ment of  Massachusetts  Volunteers,  the 
first  regiment  of  negro  soldiers  which  the 
Free  States  have  sent  to  the  war.  On  the 
day  previous,  May  27th,  a far  different 
scene  transpired  on  the  banks  of  the  Mis- 
sissippi. Two  black  regiments,  enlisted 
some  months  before  in  Louisiana  under 
the  order  of  Major-General  Butler,  both 
with  line  and  one  with  field  officers  of 
their  own  lineage,  made  charge  after 
charge  on  the  batteries  of  Port  Hudson, 
and  were  mown  down  like  summer’s  grass, 
the  survivors,  many  with  mutilated  limbs, 
closing  up  the  thinned  ranks  and  press- 
ing on  again,  careless  of  life,  and  mindful 
only  of  honor  and  duty,  with  a sublimity 
of  courage  unsurpassed  in  the  annals  of 
war,  and  leaving  there  to  all  mankind  an 
immortal  record  for  themselves  and  their 
race. 

I cannot  here  forbear  a momentary 
tribute  to  Wentworth  Higginson.  Devot- 
ing himself  heroically  to  his  great  work, 
absorbed  in  its  duties,  and  bearing,  his 
oppressive  responsibility  as  the  leader  of 
a regiment  in  which  to  a great  extent 
are  now  involved  the  fortunes  of  a race, 
he  adds  another  honorable  name  to  the 
true  chivalry  of  our  time. 

Homeward-bound,  I stopped  for  two 
days  at  Fortress  Monroe,  and  was  again 
among  the  familiar  scenes  of  my  soldier- 
life.  It  was  there  that  Major-General 
Butler,  first  of  all  the  generals  in  the 
army  of  the  Republic,  and  anticipating 
even  Republican  statesmen,  had  clearly 
pointed  to  the  cause  of  the  war.  At 
Craney  Island  I met  two  accomplished 
women  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  who, 
on  a most  cheerless  spot,  and  with  every 
inconvenience,  were  teaching  the  chil- 
dren of  the  freedmen.  Two  good  men, 
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one  at  the  fort  and  the  other  at  Norfolk, 
were  distributing  the  laborers  on  farms 
in  the  vicinity,  and  providing  them  with 
implements  and  seeds  which  the  benev- 
olent societies  had  furnished.  Visiting 
Hampton,  I recognized,  in  the  shanties 
built  upon  the  charred  ruins,  the  familiar 
faces  of  those  who,  in  the  early  days  of 
the  war,  had  been  for  a brief  period  un- 
der my  charge.  Their  hearty  greetings 
to  one  whom  they  remembered  as  the 
first  to  point  them  to  freedom  and  cheer 
them  with  its  prospect  could  hardly  be 
received  without  emotion.  But  there  is 
no  time  to  linger  over  these  scenes. 

Such  are  some  of  the  leading  features 
in  the  condition  of  the  freedmen,  partic- 
ularly at  Port  Royal.  The  enterprise  for 
their  aid,  begun  in  doubt,  is  no  longer  a 
bare  hope  or  possibility.  It  is  a fruition 
and  a consummation.  The  negroes  will 
work  for  a living.  They  will  fight  for  their 
freedom.  They  are  adapted  to  civil  so- 
ciety. As  a people,  they  are  not  exempt 
from  the  frailties  of  our  common  human- 
ity, nor  from  the  vices  which  hereditary 
bondage  always  superadds  to  these.  As 


it  is  said  to  take  three  generations  to  sub- 
due a freeman  completely  to  a slave,  so  it 
may  not  be  possible  in  a single  generation 
to  restore  the  pristine  manhood.  One 
who  expects  to  find  in  emancipated  slaves 
perfect  men  and  women,  or  to  realize  in 
them  some  fair  dream  of  .an  ideal  race, 
will  meet  disappointment ; but  there  is 
nothing  in  their  nature  or  condition  to 
daunt  the  Christian  patriot ; rather,  there 
is  everything  to  cheer  and  fortify  his 
faith.  They  have  shown  capacity  for 
knowledge,  for  free  industry,  for  sub- 
ordination to  law  and  discipline,  for  sol- 
dierly fortitude,  for  social  and  family  re- 
lations, for  religious  culture  and  aspira- 
tions ; and  these  qualities,  when  stirred 
and  sustained  by  the  incitements  and 
rewards  of  a just  society,  and  combining 
with  the  currents  of  our  continental  civ- 
ilization, will,  under  the  guidance  of  a 
benevolent  Providence  which  forgets  nei- 
ther them  nor  us,  make  them  a constant- 
ly progressive  race,  and  secure  them  ev- 
er after  from  the  calamity  of  another  en- 
slavement, and  ourselves  from  the  worse 
calamity  of  being  again  their  oppress- 
ors. 


NO  AND  YES. 

I watched  her  at  her  spinning  ; 
And  this  was  my  beginning 
Of  wooing  and  of  winning. 

But  when  a maid  opposes, 

And  throws  away  your  roses, 

You  say  the  case  forecloses. 

Yet  sorry  wit  one  uses, 

Who  loves  and  thinks  he  loses 
Because  a maid  refuses. 

For  by  her  once  denying 
She  only  means  complying 
Upon  a second  trying. 
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The  Mather  Safe. 

When  first  I said,  in  pleading, 

“ Behold,  my  love  lies  bleeding ! ” 
She  heard  me  half  unheeding. 

When  afterward  I told  her, 

And  blamed  her  growing  colder,  — 
She  dropped  upon  my  shoulder. 

Had  I a doubt  ? That  quelled  it : 
Her  very  look  dispelled  it. 

I caught  her  hand,  and  held  it. 

Along  the  lane  I led  her, 

And  while  her  cheeks  grew  redder, 
I sued  outright  to  wed  her. 

Good  end  from  bad  beginning  ! 

My  wooing  came  to  winning,  — 
And  still  I watch  her  spinning. 


THE  MATHER  SAFE. 


I. 

The  service  I was  able  to  render  an 

official  personage  connected  with  

College  in  New  England  procured  me 
access  to  the  library  belonging  to  that 
institution.  In  common  with  many  of 
my  fellow  - citizens,  I had  previously  en- 
joyed the  pleasure  of  responding  to  cir- 
culars petitioning  for  money  to  buy  books 
for  interment  in  this  choice  literary  cata- 
comb ; nay,  I was  even  allowed  the  satis- 
faction of  an  annual  stare  at  them  through 
an  iron  grating,  and  of  reading  a placard 
to  the  effect  that  nobody  was  allowed  to 
enter  an  alcove  or  take  down  a volume. 
As  it  occurred  to  me  that  the  generous 
donors  could  not  object  to  add  one  more 
to  the  select  half-dozen  or  so,  who,  by 
having  the  privilege  of  the  shelves,  could 
really  use  the  library,  I demanded  this 
favor  of  the  gentleman  who  desired  to 
recompense  me  for  what  I had  done  for 
him.  The  Librarian,  who  valued  books 
as  things  capable  of  being  locked  up  in 


cells  like  criminals,  there  to  figure  nu- 
merically to  the  confusion  of  rival  insti- 
tutions, was  manifestly  disturbed  when  I 
presented  my  credentials.  The  authori- 
ty, however,  was  not  to  be  questioned ; 
— I was  to  be  admitted  to  the  library  at 
any  hour  of  the  day;  and  I took  care 
to  drop  a civil  expression  to  imply  my  es- 
timation of  the  privilege  and  my  purpose 
of  enjoying  it. 

Wanting  the  leisure  to  attempt  that 
ponderous  undertaking  known  as  “a 
course  of  reading,”  it  became  my  habit  to 
browse  about  the  building  upon  Saturday 
afternoons,  and  finally  to  establish  my- 
self, with  whatever  authors  I had  select- 
ed, in  a certain  retired  alcove  devoted 
to  the  metaphysicians.  This  comfortable 
nook  opens  just  behind  Crawford’s  bust 

of  the  late  President  T , and  is  nearly 

opposite  the  famous  Mather  Safe.  As  it 
is  possible  that  I am  addressing  some  who 
are  not  graduates  of College,  nor  fa- 

miliar with  its  library,  it  may  be  well  to 
say  a word  of  the  history  of  the  spacious 


